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QUICK SERVICE 




I N spite of the invigorating scent of coffee which greeted him as 
he opened the door, it was with drawn face and dull eye that 
the willowy young man with the butter-coloured hair and rather 
prominent Adam’s apple entered the breakfast-room of Games 
Hall, the Tudor mansion m Sussex receady purchased by Mrs 
Howard Steptoe of Los Angeles He yielded to no one m his 
appreaation of coffee, and a couple of cups would unquestionably 
go down all right, but nothmg could alter the fact that on the 
previous evemng he had got engaged to be married to a girl 
without a bean and was gomg to London this mornmg to break 
the news to his trustee Even m the most favourable circumstances 
he did not enjoy meetmg his trustee and when compelled to vex 
and agitate that human snappmg turde, as he feared would be 
the case today, he always found himself regrettmg that his late 
father had not placed his financial affairs m the hands of some 
reasonably gemi soul hke Jack the Ripper 
The breakfast-room was bright and cheerful Its French 
wmdows caught the mornmg sun One of its walls displayed an 
old Flemish tapestry of boors revellmg, another an old Flemish 
tapestry of boors takmg it easy for a bit Silver dishes warned by 
htdt flames smiled from the sideboard, and beside them, as yet 
imtouched by knife, the eye detected a large new ham Over the 
fireplace there hung a stntog portrait of a majestic woman m the 
early forties, who stared haughtily &om the frame as if surpns^ 
and displeased by somethmg she had seen m the middle distance 
It was the work of a young artist named Jocelyn Weatherby, 
and Its subject was Mrs Chavender, widow of Mrs Steptoe’s 
brother Otis 

Mrs Stqjtoe herself, a wiry htde person with hard blue eyes, 
sat at the head of the table, instructing Sally Fairmile m her duties 
for the day Sally was a poor relation, and as such always had 
plenty to occupy ter tune When Mrs Steptoe gave the orphan 
daughters of distant cousins a home, she hked them to earn thar 
board and keep 
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“Good morning. Lord Holbeton,” she said absently 

“Good mommg,” said Sally, givmg him a qiuck smile This was 
the first she had seen of him smce last night, when they had 
beco’’ie engaged 

“Oh, good mommg, good mornmg,” said Lord Holbeton 
“Good morning,” he added, dnvmg the thmg home, and made 
for the sideboard m the hope of &dmg something there that 
would for^ the spmt 

‘Tm sort of wondermg,” Mrs Steptoe went on, as her guest 
seated himself after dis hing out a moody portion of scrambled 
eggs, “how to fit everybody m today About the cars, I mean 
You’re ^mg to London, you told me?” 

Lord Holbeton wmced 

“Yes,” he said, with a quiver m his voice “Got to see a man 
about somethmg ” 

“And Beatrice has to go to Bnghton to present those prizes 
She will want the Rolls And the Packard is havmg something 
done to it You’ll have to have the two-seater It’s kind of rattly, 
but It moves Sally can dnve you She’s gomg m to get another 
valet for Howard ” 

Althou^ he was aware that his hostess possessed the stuff 
in large quantities and demed her husband nothmg, this surpnsed 
Lord Holbeton It seemed to him to strike a note of almost 
wanton luxury, the sort of thing that causes French Revolutions 
and Dedmes and Falls of Roman Empires 

“How many does he have?” he asked, startled 

“Only one at a time,” said Sally “But he sort of runs through 
them” 

“They don’t hke his manner,” esplamed Mrs Steptoe 

Lord Holbeton could sympathize with the honest fellows 
He did not hke Mr Steptoe’s manner himself There had been 
somethmg m the nature of an mformal understanding, when he 
had come to stay at Clames Hall, that he should mke his host m 
hand and give him a much-needed spot of pohsh But so 
unpleasant had been the spirit m which the other had received his 
muustrations that he had soon abandoned this missionary work 
Mr Steptoe, when you tned to set his feet on the path that led to 
degance and refinement, had a way of narrowmg his eyes and 
sayii^ “Ah, nerts'” out of the comer of his mouth, which would 
have discoursed Emily Post 

“When that last fcUow qmt,” said Mrs Steptoe, stirrmg her 
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coffee grimly and lookmg a litde like a rattlesnake, if one can 
imagme a rattlesnake stirring coffee, “he thought he had finally 
fought off the challenge But he’s hving m a fool’s paradise As 
long as there’s a valet left m England, Howard gets him I’ve 
been telhng Sally to hire a real tough specimen this tune, the 
sort that’ll stand no nonsense I mtend to smarts him up, if it’s 
the last thing I do ” 

Mr Steptoe came m as she spoke, an enormous mass of a man 
with a squashed nose and ears like the handles of an old Greek 
vase He has been m once before, as a matter of fact, but Mrs 
Steptoe had sent him out agam to go and put a collar on His air, 
which was sullen, made it piam that both m neck and spirit he 
was chafing under this treatment Directmg a lowermg glance of 
dishke at Lord Holbeton, whom he considered a palooka of the 
first water and suspected of putting these ideas mto his wife’s 
head, he went to the sideboard and helped hmiself largely to fish 
The only member of the party still absent was Mrs Chavender, 
the lady of the portrait She entered a moment later, lookmg hke 
Mrs Siddons m one of her more regal roles She would have 
made a good subject for the brush of Sir Peter Lely or Sir Joshua 
Reynolds Indeed, both Sir Joshua and Sir Peter would probably 
have made even a better job of her than Joss Weatherby had 
done— as Joss would have been the first to admit, for he was qmte 
free from artistic jealousy 

Sweepmg mto the room with an air, she got a big reception 
“Good mommg, Beatrice,” said Mrs Steptoe, beaming 
“Good mommg, Mrs Chavender,” said Sally 
“Oh, hullo, huHo,” said Lord Holbeton 
Mr Steptoe said nothing He had cocked an eye at the new- 
comer That was as far as he was prepared to go A simple duld 
of nature, he beheved, when at meals, m diggmg m and getting 
his He reached out a hairy hand for the butter, and started 
latibienng another shce of toast 

Lord Holbeton had sprung to his feet, a thmg Mr Steptoe 
would not have done m a miUion years, and was headmg gallmitly 
for the sideboard It was those perfect manners of his, combmed 
with his dehcate good looks and the way he had of sitting down 
at the piano after dinner and smgmg such songs as Trees m a 
soft, quivery tenosi^ voice, that bzd first attracted Sally Fairmile 
^‘VC^at can I get you, Mrs Chavender? Eggs> Fish^ Ham?” 

It was a moment big with fate On this woman’s answer hung 
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the destinies not only of all those present, but m addition of 
J B Duff, managing director of the firm of Duff and Trotter, 
London’s leadmg provision merchants, of Joss Weatherby, the 
artist, of Chibnall, Mrs Steptoe’s butler, and of Vera Pym, 
barmaid at the Rose and Crown m the neighbouring town of 
Loose Chippings, Chibnall’s fiancee 
If she had said “Eggs,” nothing would have happened Had 
she rqihed “Fish,” the foundattons of this htde world would have 
remained unrocked 
“Ham,” said Mrs Chavender 

Lord Holbeton carved the ham with the polished el^ance 
which marked all his actions, and silence fell upon the room, 
broken only by a crackling sound hke a forest fire, as Mr Steptoe 
champed his toast This gonlla-jawed man could get a certam 
amount of noise-response even out of mashed potatoes, but it 
was when eatmg toast that you caught him at his best 
The conversational ball was eventually set rolling agam by 
Mrs Chavender She had lowered her kmfe and fork, and was 
staring at her plate with a sort of queenly disgust, hke Mrs 
Siddons inspectu^ a caterpillar m her salad 
“This ham,” she said, “is uneatable ” 

Mrs Steptoe looked up m qmck concern Wealthy though she 
was herself, the moods of this still more opulent sister-m-law 
were of urgent importance to her Like Ben Bolt’s Ahce, she 
trembled with fear at her frown Mrs Chavender was understood 
to have a weak heart, and Mrs Steptoe was her only relative 
“Is there somethmg wrong with it, Beatnce?” 

“Considermg that I have just descnbed it as uneatable, you 
may take it that it is not wholly without blermsh ” 

“You bought It, Sally,” said Mrs Steptoe accusmgly 
Sally was unable to deny the chaige 

“I thought It was bound to be all right”, she pleaded m 
defence “It came firom the best people m London ” 

“The question of their morals,” said Mrs Chavender, “does 
not arise They may, as you say, be the best people m London, 
though that isn’t saying much My pomt is that they sell infenor 
ham And let me tell you that I know ham Before I mamed my 
kte husband, I was engaged to a Ham Kmg — ^though at that stage 
m his career I suppose one would have draaj|bed him as a Ham 
Prmce— and he tdked of nothing else from morning till mght So 
I have had a thorough grounding I shall go and see these crooks 
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and lodge a strong complaint Who are the swmdlmg hounds*^’^ 
and Trotter,” said Sally ‘‘They are supposed to be the 
absolute final word m breakfast foodmgs I must say I’m surprised 
that they should have taken advantage of a young girl’s inex- 
perience ” 

At the mention of that name, a sharp exclamation had escaped 
Lord Holbeton He was sittmg starmg, apparently aghast, the 
scrambled eggs frozen upon his bps 
“Duff and Trotter^” he quavered 

“Duff and Trotter^” echoed Airs Chavender It seemed to 
Sally that there was elauon and triumph in her handsome eyes 
She was lookmg hke a Roman Matron who has xmexpectedly 
backed the winnmg chariot at the Circus Maximus “Are you 
telhng me, my child, that this loathsome substance is one of 
Jimmy Duff’s Paramount Hams^” 

“Yes, that’s what they’re called ” 

Mrs Chavender drew a deep breath 

“It’s too good to be true,” she said “I didn’t know that 
nghteous retribution hke this ever happened outside moral 
stones for children Jimmy Duff is the man I was speakmg of, 
Mabel— the one who sold hams and talked of nothmg else Words 
cannot describe the agomes of boredom he used to inflict on me 
Jimmy Duff ^ James by golly Buchanan Duff ^ Well, well, weU* I 
haven’t seen Jimmy m fifteen years, and by the time Fm through 
with him he’ll hope that our next get-together won’t be for 
another thirty ” 

“What do you mean^” 

“I propose to call on him this mommg and let him know what 
a decent-mmded woman thinks of his ghasdy hams ” 

“But you are gomg to Brighton ” 

“I can take Jimmy en route ” 

“Wouldn’t It be better to wnte^” 

“Wnte? You don’t seem to understand the position Fifteen 
years ago, when I met Jimmy Duff and fell for his smooth aty 
ways, I was a young, ideahstic girl, all sentiment and romance 
This sentiment and romance he blunted for ever with these foul 
hams of his He used to take me out in the moonhght and tell me 
what gave them that nutty flavour He would wait till the band 
was playing “Tra«tmerei” and then describe the process of cunng 
And now, when after all these weary years I’ve a chance to get 
my own back, you tell me to wnte Write mdeed^ I’m gomg to 
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at his office and look him m the eye and slap this ham down on 
his desk and watch him curl up at the edges Rmg for Chibnall ” 
The butler entered A lissom, athletic young butler of the 
modantype Dignified but smewy 
“ rhihnall, will you pack half a dozen shces of this ham m a 
cardboard box and put them m the car And I’d better have the 
car a httle earher, if I’m to go to Brighton via London ” 

“Tell Purkis, SaUy,” said Mrs Steptoe resignedly 
Sally rose obhgmgly It was not nil she was halfway to the 
garage that a bleating noise behmd her told her that she had 
been followed by her betrothed 
“I say, Sally'” 

“Oh, hullo, George,” she said, turning qmckly, hke a starded 
kitten She was consaous of a certam embarrassment They had 
not been alone together smce the emotional scene on the previous 
mght, and she was thmkmg that it might not be easy to strike 
exactly the nght note 

She need have had no concern Lord Holbeton was far too 
agitated to be cntical about nght notes His eye was vnld, his 
mouth hung ajar, and his Adam’s apple was gambolhng hke a 
lamb m springtime 

“I say, SaUy, this is absolutely fhghtful'” 

“What>” 

“This Qiavender woman and the ham busmess ” 

“I thought It rather funny ” 

“Funny? Ha'” said Lord Holbeton, doing a bitter dance-step 
“You won’t thmk it so bally funny when you hear the facts m 
the case ” He paused for an instant to overcome his feelings The 
position of affiurs which he was about to outime was one that 
had frequently caused the iron to enter mto his soul “I didn’t 
^ you last night, but my guv’nor, when he died, left me a pot 
of money ” 

Sally was perplexed She was not a mercenary girl, but she had 
served qmte a long sentence as a St^toe poor relation, and she 
could see nothmg m this fact to duress the spirits 
“Well, surely fiiafs fine? I love the stuff ” 

‘Tes, but diere’s a catch He left it m trust Havmg got it mto 

his head that I wasn’t fit to have a pot of mon^ 

“What made him thmk that?” 

Actually, what had given the first Baron this poor opmion of a 
once-ador^ son had brai that unfortunate breach of promise 
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case at Oxford, but Lord Holbeton fdt that it might be mju- 
dicaous to mention this 

“Oh, I don’t know Guv’nors get these ideas Anyway, he left 
the stuJBf m trust I can’t finger a fiver except by showing good 
and substantial cause to my trustee And do you know who he 
IS — ^this bhghted trustee’ Old Duff The feUow thus woman’s 
going to slap down shces of ham in front of” 

“But how does he come to be mixed up with you’” 

“My guv’nor was his partner His name was Trotter before he 
got his tide He always thought a lot of old Duff, so he made lum 
my trustee And I was planning to tackle him this mommg and 
teU him about us and try to get some cash out of him And now 
this happens ” 

“I see what you mean,” said Sally thoughtfully “You think he 
won’t be m meltmg mood after Mrs Chavaider’s visit’” 

“Wen, IS It hkely?” 

“I suppose It isn’t ” 

“If,” said Lord Holbeton, “the old blister has consistendy 
refused to cough up hitherto, will he unbelt at a moment when his 
soul IS all gashed by this fiightfiil female’s taunts and sneers? He 
loves those hams of his hke sons What are those things sheep 
have’” 

“Lambs’” 

“Yes, but some special breed of lambs ” 

“Ewe lambs’” 

“That’s right The Paramount Ham is old Duff’s ewe lamb He 
started out with it, and the rest of the busmess means nothii^ to 
him A mce frame of mmd he’ll be m to listen to the voice of 
reason after seemg Mrs Chavender ” 

It is the woman’s part at tunes hke this to stimulate and 
encoiuage 

“Oh, you’ll be able to talk him roimd,” said Sally hopefully 
"You thmk so’” 

“Yes ” 

“I don’t,” said Lord Holbeton “And I’U tell you why Becaise 
I’m not going withm fifty ruddy miles of him ” 

“Oh, George'” 

“And, added Lord Holbeton, “it’s no good saying ‘Oh, 
George ’ I’d rather hobnob with a wounded puma ” 

“But he isn’t as temble as all that ” 

“You’ve never seen him ” 
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‘Tve seen his picture When you buy a Paramount Ham, you 
get It thrown m, on the wrapper I thought he looked an old pet ” 
Lord Holbeton bhnked 
“An old pet^” 

“Yes” 

“An oldpeP” sad Lord Holbeton, still not qmte sure that he 
had heard anght “What about those eyebrows?” 

“Rather dressy I admired than ” 

Lord Holbeton deaded to abandon a finutless discussion On 
the subject of J Buchanan Duff, it was plam that this girl and he 
were poles apart and could never hope to find a formula 
“Well, if tliat’s how you fed,” he sad, “why don’t you go and 
tackle hun^” 

“All r^ht,” sad SaUy “I will ” 

Lord Holbeton staed His question had been mtended m a 
purely satmcal spirit, and her hteral acceptance of it stunned 
him For an instant, compimcnon gripped him She seemed so 
young, so find to go up agamst one who even on his good morn- 
ings resonbled somed^g out of the Book of Revelations 
Then there swept ovar him the thought of what a lot of 
unpleasantness this would save him If somebody had to go over 
Niagara Falls in a barrd, how much more agreeable if it were 
not he 

“You don’t mean that^” 

“I do ” 

“WiU you really?” 

“Certanly Who’s afiaid?” 

“Be prepaed for those eyebrows ” 

“I’m looking forwad to them ” 

“You mi^t be able to get to him before Mrs Qhavender ” 
“Not if she’s m the Ro& and I’m m the two-seater ” 

“No, that’s true Then we must just hope for the best ” 
“That’s what we must hope for ” 

“And aU this,” sad Lord Holbeton, “could have been avoided, 
if only the woman had taken scrambled eggs That’s Life, I 
suppose ” 

“That’s Lif^” agreed Sally 



T he premises of Duff and Trotter, those human benefactors at 
the mention of whose name every chsonimnatmg Londoner 
raises a reverent hat, occupy an island site m the neighbourhood^ 
of Regent Street The patron enters through a swmg door, and"* 
having done so finds himself in a sort of cathedral given over to 
a display of the merchandise which has made the fiirm famous 
Here are pies, there fruit, over yonder soups and groceries, 
further on, jams, marmalades, caviares and potted meats The 
Paramount Ham, m its capaaty of ewe lamb to the managmg 
director, has a shrme to itself 

Most of the Duff and Trotter busmess bemg conducted over the 
telephone, one finds here none of the squash and bustle of baser 
estabhshments Only a sprmklmg of Duchesses with watermg 
mouths and a few Earls hckmg their hps were present at eleven 
o’clock that mommg when Joss Weatherby came m and started 
to thread his way through the groves of eatables - - - 

Joss Weatherby did die posters for Paramount Ham, a lean, 
cheerful, loose-limbed young man who bore up extraordmarly 
well under a task which might easily have soured one of a less 
ebulhent temperament This was probably due to the fact that he 
ate well, slept well and enjoyed a perfect digestion— m which 
respect he differed from hrs employer, whose alimentary canal 
gave him a good deal of trouble 
His course, as he headed for Air Duff’s private office on the 
second floor, took him past the fhnts and vegetables, and though 
hampered by a large portfoho imder one arm he was able with his 
free hand to collect a bunch of grapes and a custard apple whale 
ffittmg by The disposal of the last of the grapes synchronized 
with his arrival at the outer cubby-hole occupied by Mass 
Daphne Hesseltyne, Mr Duff’s secretary 
“Good mommg, young LoUipop,” he said courteously 
“Good evenmg,” said Miss Hesseltyne, who had a great gift 
for repartee “This is a mce time for commg m You were 
supposed to be here at ten ” 
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“I unfortunatdy overslept myself this mor ning A m^Ti took 
me to one of those charity gambling places last mght You will be 
to hear that I dean^ up big m a crap game Have a custard 
apple’ It’s on the house The finut and veg department has just 
given of Its plenty ” 

“Have you been pmching fhnt agam’ You remember how Mr 
Dulf told you off last time ” 

“But tins time I defied detection My fingers just flickered ” 
“Wdl, you’d better go m He’s waitmg for you Md let me 
teE you he’s as cross as two sticks He’s got mdigestion apm ” 
‘Toor, unhappy wreck I sometimes feel the best tlnng he 
could do would be to throw himself away and start afresh But he 
won’t be cross with me Not with lovable old Weatherby Did I 
ever tell you that I once saved him firom drowning back m 
America? Suck your head through the transom and watch how 
his fiice lights up when I appear ” 

The inner oflflce was, however, empty when Joss entered It was 
only aftar he had banged chemly on the desk with a paper-weight, 
at me same time shouting a jovial “Brmg out your dead,” that 
Mr Duflf came m from the httle balcony outside the wmdow, 
where he had been attemptmg to alleviate his dyspepsia by deep 
breathing 

“Aha, J B ,” said Joss sunnily “Good morrow ” 

“Oh, you’re there, are you?” said Mr Duff, makmg no attempt 
to omflate his jumor’s effervescence 
The managing director of Duff and Trotter was a large man 
who, after an athletic youth, had allowed himself to put on weight 
In W collie days, he had been a hammer-thrower of some 
repute and he was lookmg as if he wished he had a hammer now 
and could throw it at Joss The eyebrows of which Lord Holbeton 
had spoken so feelmgly were drawn together m a sohd Ime, and 
the eyes bmeath them glared malignantly They seemed to hght 
up the room, and only a young man with the nerve of an Army 
mule, which Joss was fortunate enough to possess, coidd have 
met &em without quailmg 
“You’re late' he boomed 
“Not really,” said Joss 
“What the devil do you mean, not really?” 

“A man hke me always seems to be later than he is That is 
because people sit yearning for him They get all tense, hstemng 
for his footstqi, and every mmute seems an hour Well, J B , th^ 
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tell me youVe got the collywobbles again If true^ too bad 
“You were supposed to be here at ten ” 

“As I was just explaining to the Hesseltyne half-portion, I 
overslept myself I got into a crap game last mght, and swept 
through the opposition hke a devourmg flame You would have 
been proud of me ” 

“So you gamble, do you?’^ 

^‘Only once m a blue moon I wish you wouldn’t talk as if I 
were a Greek Syndicate Well, now to busmess I’ve brought you 
my sketches for the new posters of ye Ham Paramount I don’t 
know if they’re any good ” 

“They aren’t ” 

“You’ve not seen them ” 

“I don’t have to” 

Joss eyed him coldly He was extremely fond of his employer, 
but he mclmed to the view that it would do him all the good m the 
world if somebody occasionally kicked him in the stomach 
“I don’t know if you know it, J B , but you’re the sort of fellow 
who causes hundreds to fall under suspiaon when he’s found 
stabbed m his hbrary with a paper-knife of Onental design ” 

Mr Duff stiffened 

“I don’t know if you know it, young man, but you get fresher 
andiresher every tune I see you And you were fresh enough to 
start with If this sort of thmg goes on, I shall fire you ” 
“Nonsense Why, I saved your life ” 

“Yes, and the way I’m feelmg this mormng, Fd hke to sue you 
WeU^” 

The question was addressed to Miss Hesseltyne, who had 
entered from her outer lair 
“There’s a lady to see you, Mr Duff” 

“Heavily veiled and dAsmg a strange, exotic scent,” said Joss 
“I suppose the3r’re m and out of here all the tune ” 

“Could you shut your trap for a moment?” asked Mr Duff 
“I suppose so, if It’s absolutely necessary,” said Joss 
“Who IS she^” 

“Her name is Mrs Chavender ” 

“Whafl” 

It was as if MLiss Hesseltyne had struck her overlord with a 
meat axe He rockedAack on his heels and seemed to give at every 
jomt 

Joss was frownmg thoughtfully 
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“Qiavender? Chavender^ I know a Mrs Chavender I wonder 
if It’s tie same Tell her to come nght up ” 

Mr Duffbarked like a sea-lion 

“Don’t you do anythmg of the sort What do you mean, givmg 
orders m my office^ Say I’m out ” 

“Yes, sir ” 

Joss was surprised 

“^Ri.y this coyness, J B ? If it’s the Mrs Chavender I know, 
you’ll like her She’s a terrific old sport I painted her portrait 
at Palm Beach two years ago ” 

Miss Hesseltyne re-entered 

“I couldn’t get the lady, sir, to teU her She was on her way up ” 
Mr Duff had begun to exhibit all the mannensms of a trapped 
creature of the wild 
“I’m off'” 

“You’ll meet her m the passage,” said Joss, and Mr Duff 
paused with his fingers on the door handle Joss, though snll at a 
loss, felt a pang of compassion 

“Well, I can’t follow your thought processes, J B , but if you 
really wish to dude this very chamung lady, you’d better hop out 
on to the balcony I’ll close the wmdow behind you ” 

The advice seemed admirable to Mr Duff He shot out hke a 
rabbit He had scarcdy disappeared, when there was a bnsk bang 
upon the door and the visitor sailed mto the room In her right 
hand, hke the banner with the strange device, she bore a card- 
board box 

Expectmg to see Mr Duff and findmg m his stead a beardless 
stripling. Airs Chavender seemed taken aback 
“Hullo, where’s Jmuny?” 

“He has had to step out for a moment ” 

“And who are you?” 

“His best fiaend and severest cntic My name is Weatherby 
I’m afiraid you have forgotten me, Mrs Chavender ” 

Mrs Chavender had produced a lorgnette 

“Well, I’ll be darned You’re the boy who painted my portrait ” 

“Thafs right Have you still got it?” 

“I gave It to my sister-m-law’s husband, Howard Stqptoe I 
hve with them It’s hanging m the breakfast-room ” 

“I’ll bet It gives the housdiold a rare appetite One look at it, 
and they’re m among the eggs and bacon like wolves ” 

“I see 3K)u’re still as fresh as ever ” 
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“Ifs odd how people persist in descnbmg me as fresh I should 
have said that I just had a sort of easy affabihty of manner Mr 
Duff was complammg of my freshness only this mormng It 
seemed to be spoilmg his day ” 

“Do you work for him^” 

“He would tell you I didn’t^ but I do^ hke a beaver I’m one of 
the staff artists ” 

“From what you say^ it sounds as if he had become a grouch 
Is he married^” 

“No ” 

“Then that’s the trouble That’s what made him curdle Every 
man ought to be married ” 

“You never spoke a truer word ” 

“Are you^” 

“Not yet I’m still waitmg for the nght girl When she comes 
along, you will see quick service ” 

Airs Chavender regarded him critically 
“You’re not a bad-lookmg young hound ” 

“Surely a conservative way of puttmg it^” 

“What’s Jimmy hke these days^ He had his moments, when I 
knew him ” 

“Traces of the old fascmation remam In a dim hght he stiU 
casts a spell I’ll draw you a picture of him, shall P” 

The sketch which Joss dashed off on a piece of Duff and 
Trotter notepaper was a hasty one and leaned somewhat m the 
direction of caricature, but Mrs Chavender greeted it with 
appreaative cnes 

“That’s Jimmy, all right But you’ve made him happier lookmg 
than he will be when I see him ” 

“I beg your pardon^” 

“He’ll be dancmg with tears m his eyes, beheve me Cast a 
glance at this ” 

Joss peered mto the cardboard box 
“It looks hke ham ” 

“Yes, let’s be fair I suppose there is a sort of superfiaal 
resemblance It’s a chppmg from one of Jimmys Paramounts 
I’ve come to complam about it ” 

Joss looked swiftly at the ceihng It had not fallen, but he felt 
that It must have be^ a near thmg 
“Complam^ About Paramount Ham^” 

“It’s a disgrace to a proud mdustry and an imposition on a 
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trusting public Nme-tenths of it is flabby fat The remainder 
appears to be composed of pmk elastic ” 

“You weren’t mtendmg to tell JB that? You’ll break his 
heart” 

“I want to ” 

“Thank Heaven he’s out ” 

“How long IS he going to be out?” 

“It may be for years or it may be for ever ” 

“And I can’t wait, dam it I’ve got to get to Brighton I’m 
presentmg the prizes at a gurls’ scliool You’ll have to act as my 
agent CM me up and teU me how he took it Loose Chippings 
803 IS the number Or, if you prefer to wnte, the address is 
Clames HaU, Loose Chippings, Sussex Well, I must be getting 
along Nice to have seen you agam Listen, what do I say to a 
bunch of schoolgurls’” 

“ ‘Hullo, girls,’ or something like that^” 

“That would be fine, if my speech hadn’t got to last three- 
quarters of an hour and inspire them to become good wives and 
mothers Oh, well, I guess I’ll thmk of something on the way 
down” 

Joss, retummg from escortmg her to the elevator, found that 
Mr Duff had emerged from hidu^ He was sitting at the desk, 
mopping his brow 

“Phew'” he said “That was a narrow escape Get me a glass 
of sherry ” 

“Sherry?” 

“There’s some m that cupboard over there ” 

“So you keep sherry m your cupboard, do you>” said Joss, 
mterested “Secret drmker, eh? Tell me, J B , why didn’t you 
want to meet Mrs Chavender?” 

A glassy, hunted look came mto Mr Duff’s eyes 
“We were engaged to be mamed once ” 

“Ah'” said Joss, understanding He knew his employer to be as 
sturdy a bachelor as ever shivered at the sound of a weddmg bell 
Sturdy bachelors, he was awar^ are often averse j&om retmions 
with, ^eiz old loves 

“I don’t hke this busmess of her calling at my office,” said Mr 
Duff, restoring himself with sherry “IPs simsta: What did she 
want? I couldn’t hear a thing out diere ” 

Joss deaded to be humane No need to break his portly 
butterfly on the wheel by revealing the truth 
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“She just wanted to see you and say hullo ” 

“We haven’t met m fifteen years ” 

“Ah, but you’re hke the chewing-gum The taste hngers ” 
“She looks just the same ” 

“Yousawher^” 

“Yes, I peeked m Not changed a scrap Same eyes Same 
curlmg hps Well, never mmd Siat,” said Mr Duff, recallmg 
himseff to the present His eye took on its office hours expression 
“Let’s see those sketches ” 

Joss opened the portfoho, and tilted its contents on to the desk 
There were half a dozen sketches, each showmg a saucer-eyed 
girl, her face spht by a wide grm He arranged them m a row 
before his employer 

“You remmd me of an Oriental monarch surrounded by his 
harem,” he said gemally “The Sultan looks them over ” 

Mr Duff was scannmg the drawings with a captious eye 
“Awful,” he said 

“Lovely Ime work,” Joss pomted out “Who is this man 
Weatherby^ He’s good ” 

Mr Diiff contmued peevish 

“It’s these damned girls I’m sick of them ” 

“Now there,” said Joss, sittmg on the corner of the desk and 
rising immediately at his employer’s request, “I am with you, 
J B , heart and soul The whole trouble is, I am hampered and 
shackled by the Mandarms of the Art Department They won’t 
allow me to fulfil myself I don’t know if you have ever seen a 
glonous eagle spreading its wmgs for a flight mto the emp5rrean 
only to discover that it is tied by the leg to a post, but that’s me 
*Girls*’ say the Mandarms ‘Let us have girls wiih big eyes and 
lots of teeth, radiantly full of Paramount Ham,’ and I have to do 
it Personally, I have never been able to see why the fact that a 
goggle-eyed girl with buck teeth hkes the stuff should carry die 
shghtest wei^t with an mtelhgent public But there it is ” 

There had been slowly dawnmg on Mr Duff’s face durmg this 
harangue a sort of Soul’s Awakemng look It was not unfamihar 
to Joss Combmed with the portentous wagghng of his eyebrows 
and the general swellmg of his person, it told him that the other 
had been seized by one of the bright thoughts that came to him 
from time to time Mt^Duff, he perceived, was now the Napoleon 
of Commerce, the man with the lightning mmd who gets thmgs 
done 
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“Heyi” 

“Yes, JB?” 

“Fve had an idea ” 

“I thought I noticed something fermenting ” 

“These girls The pubhc is sick of them They want so mething 
different ” 

“Just what I tell the Mandarins ” 

“New note ” 

“Exactly ” 

“Do you know what Fm going to do?” 

“Sack the lot and make me head of the Art Department ” 
“You’ll be doing well if you hold the job you’ve got ” 

“Oh, I don’t thmk we need have any uneasmess about 
that” 

“Don’t you? Well, listen Here’s what Fm gomg to do Came 
to me aU m a flash Instead of a fat-headed flapper saymg ‘Hurrah' 
It’s Paramount Ham'’ Fm gomg to give them Beatnce Chavender 
curling her hp and saymg ‘Take this damned stuff away I want 
Paramount' ” 

Loath though he was to encourage his employer m any way lest 
he get above himself. Joss was forced to drop a word of approval 
“If s a thought,” he agreed 
“Sninspirauon,” corrected Mr Duff 
“Yes, I see what you mean Fve been thmkmg along those hnes 

myself Somebody hke Mrs Chavender ” 

“I didn’t say somebody hke Mrs Chavender, I said Mrs 
Chavender You say you pamted a portrait of her Was it good?” 
“My dear J B , need you ask?” 

“It got that eiqpression of hers^” 

‘Terfecdy ” 

“Then it would make a great poster’” 

“No question about that It would send every thinking 
housewife m England rushing to her grocer hke a stampedin g 
mustang, screaming for the sl^ ” 

“Wdfl, thatfs what Fm saymg That portrait is our new 
poster” 

Joss r^arded him with flrank astonishment When Mr Duff 
came over all executive and b^;an to get bright ideas for gingering 
up the busmess, he was apt to be startlmf^ but hitherto he had 
never touched quite these heights 
“You aren’t senous’” 
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“Of course, Tm senous ” 

“You can’t do it ” 

“Why can’t P” 

“Weil, for one thing, she would bring an action and mulct you 
m sensational damages ” 

“Let her I’ll charge it off to advertismg expenses ” 

“And then, of course, there are the ordinary human decenaes 
to be thought of” 

Mr Duff dechned to consider these 
“Has she still got that portrait?” 

“She tells me she gave it to the husband of her sister-m-law, 
with whom she hves — ^a Mrs Steptoe of Games Hall, Loose 
Chippmgs, Sussex ” 

“Have ^ss Hesseltyne find out the number ” 

“I know It Loose Chippmgs 803 ” 

“Then I’ll call up this Steptoe from the dub, and see if we can 
do a deal I’m gomg to my osteopath now He may be able to do 
someihmg for this mdigestion of mine ” 

“That’s the spmt Up the Duffs* But, hsten, J B 

“If I’m wanted, his name’s Clunk ” 

“You won’t be wanted whatever his name is You won’t be 
missed for a minute Nobody’ll faiow you’ve gone ” 

“Fresher and fresher and fresher,” sighed Mr Duff 
“But hsten, J B — about this portrait ” 

“I don’t want any argument ” 

“I was merely gomg to say — ” 

“Well, don’t That’s the trouble with you — always has been — 
you talk too much ” 

Joss shrugged his shoulders To attempt to reason further 
would, he saw, be a waste of tune His compamon had spoken of 
this project of his as an idea, but J B Duff didnot get ideas, begot 
obsessions, and on these occasions was hke the gentleman m die 
poem who on honeydew had fed and drunk the milk of Paradise 
You just said “Beware, beware* His flashmg eyes, his floating 
haur*” and wove a arde round him thnce, and that was practically 
all you coidd do about it 

“Well, all right,” he said “Carry on, carry on But don’t 
forget I told you ” 

“ToldmewhaP” 

“I don’t know Somethmg, probably ” 

Mr Duff fell mto a momentary revene He emerged from it 
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With a rumbling chuckle A random thought seemed to have 

pleased him 

“Shall I tell you something^” 

“Do ” 

“Here’s where the joke comes in Beatnce never hked those 
hams” 

“No’” 

“No That’s what we spht up about Gosh, how it all comes 
back to me It was a summer mght, and we were walkmg by the 
seashore There was a moon, I remanber, and everythmg was 
very still, except for a fellow m the distance smgmg some old love 
song to the gmtar And I was just tellmg her how the sales of the 
Paramount m New York State compared with those m Ilhnois, 
when she suddenly turned on me hke a tigress and shouted 
‘You and your darned old hams’’ and swept off and mamed Ous 
Chavender, Import and Export Thank God'” said Mr Duff 
piously 

Joss, as we have seen, held decided views on romance Though 
he had never yet met a girl on whom he could feel justified m 
pourmg out the full ardour of a nchly emotional nature, he was a 
modem troubadour It was with a good deal of abhorrence that he 
stared at this earthy man 

“I don’t want to hurt your feelings, J B ” he said, “but you 
have the soul of a wart-hog And not a very mce wart-hog, either ” 

“You’re fired ” 

"No, I’m not Don’t start clownmg now The trouble with you 
is that It’s anythmg for a laugh Do you mean you really hke bang 
a bachelor’” 

“I love It ” 

“You must be crazy Me,” said Joss softly, “I dream all the 
time of some sweet gurl who will some day come mto my life hke 
a toider goddess and gaze mto my eyes and put a hand on each 
cheek and draw my face down to hers and whisper ‘My 
man’’ ” 

‘Brrh'” said Mr Duff “Don’t talk of such things You give me 
the creeps ” 

Left: atme. Joss moved over to the chair whose soft cushions 
were prmed as a rule only by the sacred Duff trouser-seat Having 
rechned there for some moments, tbmking of this and that, he 
touched the bell sharply, and was pleasantly entertamed when 
Miss He^eltyae came bursting m, all zeal and notebook 
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“Merely a practice alarm to test your effiaency, young Lolli- 
pop,” he explamed “You may withdraw ” 

He nestled mto the chair agam, and placed his feet on the desk 
It was becommg maeasingly apparent to him that the head of me 
firm of Duff and Trotter had one of those jobs which may be 
grouped for purposes of convemence under the general heading 
of velvet Nearly a quarter of an hour had passed smce the big 
chief had left him, and absolutely nothin g had come up m the 
way of dehcate problems calhng for instant deasion He had always 
had a suspiaon that these tycoons earned their money easily 
It was as he was begmning to feel a htde bored by maction that 
Miss Hesseltyne appeared m the doorway, causing him to raise 
his eyebrows sternly 
“I didn’t nng ” 

“I know you didn’t ” 

“Then why are you here’ Go back, and I’ll press the bell, and 
then you come in agam We must have sjrstem ” 

Miss Hesseltyne seemed stirred and exated 
“I told you so'” she said 
“What did you tell me’” 

“The store detective saw you pmch that frmt ” 

“A murram on the luck'” 

“And he’s gomg to report you to Mr Duff directly he gets 
back” 

Joss’s ftce darkened 

“This IS monstrous Am I to swoon at my work for want of an 
occasional custard apple’ Any doctor will tdl you that a man 
needs a htde somedung round about the middle of the morning 
What IS techmcally Imown as his elevenses Otherwise the 
machme breaks down I shall talk very straight to J B about this, 
when I see him Am I m a provision bm or a concentcation 
camp?” 

He would have spoken further, but at this moment the bell 
rang m the outer office 

“See who that is,” he said curdy He had not meant to be curt, 
but the spiritual Eifluence of J B Duff’s chair was strong upon 
him 

“It’s a lady to see Mr Duff,” said Miss Hesseltyne, retummg 
“What, another’ right, show her m,” said Joss, le aning back 

and puttag the ups of his fingas together “I can give her five 
nunutes ” 
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“Miss Fairmile,” announced Miss Hesseltyne 
“^od morning,” said Sally 

Joss shot from his chair hke a jumpmg bean, and came to 
earth, quiveru^ , , ^ ^ 

“Good mormng,” he said, speaking with some difficulty For 
he was m love, and the thmg had come upon him as a complete 
surprise 



★ 3 * 

J OSS WBATHERBY, as has been shown, was a young man a good 
deal given to dreaming of the girl who would one day come 
mto his life and make it a thing of moonshme and roses, and for 
some htde while past he had made a practice of keepmg an eye 
fixed on the horizon m case she should appear But he had never 
expected her to pop up out of a trap like this He was conscious 
of a tmghng of the limbs and a strange mabihty to breathe 
Resihence, however, was one of the leadmg features of his 
mterestmg character He began to recover The mists cleared 
from before his eyes, and the sensation of havmg been hit on the 
head by a blunt mstrument passed If not yet actually back m 
mid-season form, he was at least more himself and able to 
scrutinize Sally carefully and m detail 
Odd, he was feelmg, that she should be so small and shght He 
had always pictured tins girl of his as rather on the tall side And 
her eyes, he had fancied, would be hazel Why, he could not have 
said Just an idea 

Sally^s, hke Mrs Steptoe’s, were blue But whereas the blue 
eyes of ^s Steptoe were hght and gave the impression of bemg 
constructed of some sort of chmaware, those of Sally Fairmile 
were dark, hke the sky on a summer mght Mrs Steptoe’s eyes 
were capable of dmtmg zxmovx plate, and m the case of more 
yieldmg substances such as the soul of Howard Steptoe could go 
right through and come out on the other side Sally’s were soft 
and appeahng At least, they appealed to Joss 
He was able to observe this more readily because at the moment 
she seemed all eyes Now that she was so nearly face to face with 
Lord Holbeton’s formidable trustee, Sally had been gripped by a 
sharp attack of pamc 

She fought down the ignoble weakness After all, she remmded 
herself, on the wrapper of that ham he had looked an old 
pet # 

"T wanted to see Mr Duff,” she said 

Joss drew a deep breath He remembered now that she had 
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spoken before, as she came mto the room, but he had beoi so 
AnveA )ust then that he had scarcely heard her The discovery that 
m addition to her other perfections she had a musical voice filled 
hun with a profound relief The way things are m this world, he 
was t elling himself, anyone as lovdy as this girl would be sure 
to talk hke a raspmg file Joss Weatherby had hved a hard and 
testing life, m whidi most of the thmgs whidi looked good at 
fet sight had proved to have a string attached to them 
He dosed his eyes 
“Say that agam ” 

“What’” 

“ T wanted to see Mr Duff ’ ” 

“Why?” 

“You have such an amaiangly attractive speaking voice It 
r emind s me of Springtime and daffodils and young birds clnrpmg 
on dewy lawns ” 

“Oh’” It was beginning to be borne m upon Sally that she was 
m the presence of an eccentric “Wdl, that’s fine, isn’t it’” 

“It smts me,” said Joss 

There was a pause Joss’s eyes were still dosed His air was that 
of a music lover savounng the strains of some beautiful mdody 
Sally, regarding him, came to the condusion that he looked rather 
nice Crazy, apparently, but quite nice 
“Wdl, can I?” 

Joss opened his eyes 
“I beg your pardon?” 

“See Mr Duff” 

“He’s out at the moment Could I hdp you’” 

“No, thanks ” 

“I am his nght-hand man If you’ve come to buy a game pie, I 
think I have suffiaent influence to swmg it for you ” 

“Fm afiraid a nght-hand man won’t do You see, it’s a personal 
mattet” 

“He has no secrets from me ” 

“He’s going to have this one^” said Sally, and smiled a sudden 
smile which sent Joss rocking back on his heds as if the old blunt 
instrument had been apphed agam 
“You shouldn’t do that without warmng,” he said reproachfully 
“You eight to blow a horn or something Are you resolved to see 
JB?” 

“Y«i, really” 
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“He’s a bit fretful this mommg Teething, I tiunk Wd[l,mthat 
case, you ought to fortify yourself Would you hke a glass of 
sherry?” 

“Thank you,” said Sally gratefully 

“Unless the mice have been at it,” said Joss, “it should be in 
this cupboard ” 

He Med the glasses A sip satisfied him that J B Duff, that old 
tippler, was sound on sherry This was a mce, nutty brand 
“Skm off your nose,” he said pohtdy 
“Skm off yours,” said Sally “What a perfect host you ate ” 
“One has one’s humane instmcts I couldn’t let you go up 
against old Battler Duff without a bracer ” 

“Is he really so temble’” 

“Did you ever read Ptlgnnf’s Progress^’ 

“As a child ” 

“Remember ApoUyon straddling across the way?” 

“Yes ” 

“Duff More sherry’” 

“Thank you ” 

“Mud m you eye ” 

“The same m yours You’ve saved my life I’ve had an exhaust- 
ing mommg ” 

“Shopping’” 

“Trj^g to engage a valet ” 

“Any luck’” 

“No I shall have to go back after lunch ” 

“It shouldn’t be so (hfficult to get a valet, if you try the nght 
place You went to a valetonum, I presume?” 

"Yes, but I had been told to get a speaally feroaous one You 
see, Mr Steptoe isn’t easy to get on with ” 

“Did you say Stqptoe’” 

“Yes I hve with a Mrs Stqptoe She’s a sort of cousm ” 

“Not Mrs Steptoe of Games Hall, Loose Chippmgs, Sussex— 
tdieplmne number Loose Chippmgs 803’” 

“Yes How odd that you should know ” 

“I’ve just been havmg a pleasant reumon with Mrs Ghavender 
She and I are old buddies Wdl, this is the most extraordinary 
thmg For years I have jo^ed along without so much as heani® 
of Games Hall, and» to-day — ^suddenly — ^without the shghtest 
warning — Ihearofnothirgelse This must mean something One 
' seems to detect the hand of Fate ” 
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Sally was oot interested in the hand of Fate She was aniaoas 
to be reassured on an important point 
“Did Mrs Chavender see Mr Duff’” 

“No” 

“Good'” 

“Why? Not that Fm mquisitive, of course ” 

“No, I noticed that It’s just tliat there were reasons why I 
didn’t want them to meet ” 

“Which were?” 

“How mce it is that you’re not mquismve ” 

“I never have been, from a child More sherry’” 

“I have some, thanks ” 

“Then hey hey'” 

“H^ hey'” 

“HEY'” cned Mr Duff, joimng m the chorus from the door- 
way Clunk, osteopath, did his torso-twisting at an address not 
very distant from the Duff and Trotter head-quarters, and he had 
been able to get there and back m mce quick time 
The mood m which J B Duff surveyed the scene before him 
was not a frohcsome one Qunk, the old reliable, had given him a 
certam amount of physical rehef, but this had been oflfeet by the 
fret that his soul was feehng as if it had been churned up by an 
egg-whisk It was no kmdly purveyor of hams and groceries who 
now stood brooding over the revels, but to all mtents and purposes 
a fiend with a hatchet 

To the stormy darkness of spmt from which he was suffermg 
what had contnbuted most was the recent uncompromising 
rejection of his offer for the Chavender portrait Estabhshmg 
commumcation with Loose Chippings 803, he had been informed 
by a cold, metalhc voice that Mrs Steptoe was speaking, and a 
few moments later this voice, now colder and even more metalhc 
had said “Certainly not'” addmg that it had never heard of such 
a thing The receiver at the Loose Chippings end had then been 
replaced with a good deal of wnsty follow-through 
On top of this had come the store detective’s consaamous 
rqiort concraning Joss and the frmt And now, hastenmg to the 
office to work off lus pent-up venom on his oriDg employee, the 
first thing he saw as he opened the door was ^t young man 
presiding at what had all the appearance qf an orgy And simul- 
mneously it dawned upon him that the basis of die orgy — ^what 
was making the part go— was his own personal sherry Little 
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wonder that he emitted that tempestuous *‘Hey*” Many men m 
his place would have said something stronger 
The ejaculation, shattermg the momentary silence, affected the 
two occupants of the room disagreeably Sally, whose back was to 
the door and who had been unaware of this addition to the 
festivities, leaped as if a bomb had been touched off beneath her, 
while Joss, rismg more slowly, stood contemplatmg his employer 
with an alert eye 

It was dear to him that a situation had arisen which called for 
the promptest action Miss Hesseltyne’s communication had left 
him m no doubt as to the nature of the harangue which would 
follow that preliminary “Hey^” Once before, as she had remmded 
him, Mr Duff had spoken with a breezy franhiess on the subject 
of wage slaves who helped themselves to the store’s fruit And it 
was the recollection of what he had said on that occasion that 
decided Joss to act swiftly 

To approach Mr Duff, and seize Mr Duff by the shoulders 
and give Mr Duff what is famiharly known as the bum’s rush was 
with him the work of a moment 
**How dare you come m here and shout at me hke that^” he 
demanded sternly ‘‘Upon my soul, the disaphne in this place 
gets worse every day Excuse me,” he said “One of my staff 
Wants to see me about somethmg Back m a mmute ” 

He strode from the room, propelling Mr Duff before him, and 
closed the door 



T he coaversation that took place m the passage outside was 
not an extended one Mr Duff was temporardy incapable of 
speech, and Joss wanted to get back to Sally 
“J B said Joss, “would you care to be tom limb from limb?” 
Mr Duff had begun to fed alarmed He had never heard of a 
staff artist assaulting his employer, but everything has to have a 
beginning and Joss, he knew, had an ongmal mind and would 
not allow himself to be deterred by mare lack of precedent 
“Because I’ll tdl you how you can work it By gomg mto that 
room and saymg what you were mtending to say That gurl m 
there is the most wonderful gurl m the world, and if you thmk that 
I shall just stand saying ‘Yes, sir* and ‘No, sir’ while you tick me 
off m her presence, you are mistaken, J B , grievously mistaken If 
you so much as shove your nose inside that door till you’re sent 
for. I’ll break your spme m eight places You’ll thmk you’re back 
at the osteopath’s ” 

He turned away with a severe glance, and Mr Duff found 
speech 
“Heyi” 

“Yes, Duff?” 

“You’re fired'” 

“All right” 

“Really fired, I mean ” 

“All right, all right,” said Joss impauently “I havai’t tunc to 
talk shop now ” 

He went back mto the office 

“I’m so sorry,” he said “The trouble is, these fellows have no 
imtiative The least tnfle that goes wror® th^ Iq/ifee their heads 
and come r unning to me It’s ‘Ask Mr Weatherby,’ ‘Put it up to 
Mr Weitherby,’ ‘Mr Weatherby will know,’ all the time I 
suppose It’s the penalty one pays for havu^ a certam grip of 
thm^, but It can be very armoym® I hadto be a htde terse with 
poor old Wapshott ” 

“Wapshott?” 
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“That was Wapshott P P Wapshottj head of the pressed 
beef and pate de foie gras department ” 

“How odd’” 

“Why odd>” 

“He looked to me just hke Mr DudSf ” 

“But I gathered you had not met Mr Duff” 

“His picture is on the wrapper on Paramount Ham ” 

“Ah> I had forgotten that Yes^ you are quite right It was Mr 
Duff” 

“What happened^” 

“He fired me And, do you know, I had a premomtion that he 
would I suppose I’m psychic ” 

Sally had been prmapally concerned with the probable effect 
of the recent activities on her own fortunes, reasoning correcdy 
that a J B Duff who had just been bundled out of his office by the 
shoulder-blades would be m no mood to hsten with sympathy 
to a tale of yoimg love She now forgot self This pleasant, if 
half-witted, yoimg man was m trouble, and she grieved for him 
“Oh, I am sorry ” 

“The loss is his ” 

“Why did you do it^” 

“I had no option A htde unpleasantness has arisen this mormng 
m connection with my habit of helpmg myself to samples from 
the frmt and veg department, and I saw that he was about to 
dehver a set speech on the subject, coupled with the name of 
sherry I naturally couldn’t have him doing that m front of you 
He’s an outspoken old bird, and it would have been impossible 
for you, hstenmg to hun, to have retamed the high opmion you 
have formed of me At the moment when he entered the room, 
you were just saymg to yourself ‘What a splendid fellow this Mr 
Weatherby is, to be sure* I can’t remember ever meetmg a man I 
admired more ’ Two mmutes of J B Duff’s coarse abuse, and 
my glamour would have wilted hke a salted snail ” 

“But what will you do^” 

“You mean m the way of securmg other employment^ Thaf s 
all right I’m gomg to be Mr Steptoe’s valet ” 

“What*” 

“You sad the place was open ” 

“But you can’t be a ;piet ” 

“Why not^” 

“How can you^” 
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“By presenting myself at Clames Hall this afternoon in that 
capaaty You aren’t going to tell me that you refuse to give me 
the nomination? If it hadn’t been for you, I wouldn’t be out of a 
]ob There are such things as moral obhgations Do have some 
more sherry, won’t you? This may be our last chance of enioymg 
J B Duff ’s hospitably ” 

Sally shook her head She was thinking If she was to secure 
something special m the way of gentlemen’s personal gentlemen, 
as Mrs Steptoe had enjomed upon her, this did seem an admir- 
able opportumty of domg it 

It seemed, mdeed, the only opportumty The r^try office that 
morning had been able to produce none but the softer and more 
fragile type of valet Wispy young men with spamel eyes and 
deferenud manners had been paraded before her m large num- 
bers, all probably admirable at foldmg, brushmg and pressmg, but 
all obviously unfitted for the stem task of mahng Howard 
St^oe see reason m the matter of suff-bosomed shirts for 
evemng wear If she went back there after lunch, it would, she 
knew, be merely to inspert a further procession of human rabbits 

Moreover, though now a htde subdued by the thought of her 
commg mterview with Mr Duff, she was a hght-hearted girl and 
enjoyed simple, wholesome comedy The prospect of watchmg 
Mr Steptoe’s reactions, when confronted with Joss, made a 
strong appeal to her 

“Well, if you’re really senous ” 

“Of course, I’m senous,” said Joss As an alternative to havmg 
this girl pass from his life, he would have accepted office as the 
Clames Hall scullery maid When love came to them, the Weather- 
bys did not count ffie cost 

“You haven’t forgotten what I told you about Mr Stqitoe?” 

"Yes, I have What did you tell me about Mr Stepto^” 

"He’s rather a difficult man ” 

“Tough, eh?” 

“Very tough*” 

"I understand One of these twenty-mmute eggs That’s qmte 
all nght To one who has been m the entourage of J B Duff, all 
other ^gs seem ludicrously soft-boiled Stqptoe will be a mce 
rest Wdl, now thatX tha^setded, how about a bite of lunch?” 

“I can’t, I’m afraid I must see Mr Duff” 

“Of course, yes I was forgettmg I’ll send him m ” 

Mr Diffiwasleamngagaist the wall m a daydream Thmrehad 
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just floated into his mind hke a dnfhng thistledown the thought 
of how pleasant it would be to skin Joss 
“H^'” said Joss “You’re to go m ” 

don’t foi^et you’re fired,” said Mr Duff, who wished 
to leave no loophole for misunderstanding on this pomt 
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AS Mr Duff came mto the office and she realized that the 
/\fatefiil interview was about to Sally gave a qmck gasp, as 

if iced water had been poured down her back She felt hke a very 
small Christian m the arena watchmg the approach of an outsize 
hon 

Then, as he advanced and she was able to see him steadily and 
see him whole, her nervousness left her, givmg place to a maternal 
tenderness J B Duff’s features were working m what had the 
appearance of agony 

The fact was that Mr Duff, a devil of a fellow among his own 
sex, was terrified of women He avoided them if possible, and 
when cornered by one without hope of escape always adopted the 
shrewd tactics of the caterpillar of the puss moth— which, we are 
told by an emment authonty, “not satisfied with Nature’s 
provisions for its safety, makes faces at young birds and alarms 
them considerably” That was why Mr Duff’s features were 
working Nature, makn^ provision for bis safety, had given him 
bushy eyebrows and piercmg eyes, and he threw m the faces ag 
an extra 

But to Sally he seemed m pam, and being a mce girl she became 
the htde mother 

“Won’t you have some sherry’” she said, remembering what 
a tonic It had beaa to her 

This hospitable offer, coming on top of all the other disturbing 
events of the morning, had the effect of unmanning Mr Duff for 
a moment But he was practical You have to be, to build up a 
world-femous hammery He needed sherry, so he accqited it 
“Thanks,” he said gruffly 
“Drmk that, and you’ll fed better ” 

“How do you know I’m not feeling fine?” 

“I thought Mr Weatherby ought have upset you ” 

“Young thug'” 

“Ihkedhim” 

“You can have him ” 
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“He’s funny ” 

“He doesn’t amuse me ” 

“Who IS he>” 

“Look,” said Mr Duff, whom this topic of conversation was 
affiictmg with a nsing nausea “Suppose we don’t talk about 
him any more ” It occurred to him that he had not yet bean 
informed to what he owed the honour of this visit “Who are 
you^” 

“My name is Fairmile ” 

“You want to see me?” 

“Yes ” 

“What about>” 

Sally took the plunge 

“Lord Holbeton asked me to come and see you I He 
He’s staying at the house where I hve ” 

“Where’s that^ I haven’t heard from him m months B^an to 
hope he was dead ” 

A coldness crept mto Sally’s manner She decided that she had 
been wrong m tWkmg this man an old pet 
“Clames Hall,” she said curtly “It’s m Sussex ” 

“dames Hall? That’s curious Do you know Mrs Chavender?” 
“Of course ” 

“Seen that portrait of her that’s there’” 

“Of course” 

“What’s It hke’” 

“It’s good ” 

“It really gets that snooty expression of hers?” 

“Oh, yes ” 

Mr Duff sighed wistfully 
“But who told you about it’” 

“Young Weatherby Hepamtedit” 

“Is he an amst’” 

“Yes ” 

“I was wondering what he was ” 

“I could tell you what I thmk he is ” 

"He must be very clever ” 

“Now we’re back to him ^am'” said Mr Duff disgustedly “I 
thought you told me you had come to talk about George 
Trotter ” 

“George Holbeton ” 

"Well, Geoi^e Holbeton, if you prefer it His father was Percy 
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Trotter till he started going around under an ahas I su|>pose he 
sent you to try to get money out of me^” 

“Yes,” said Sally, startled at this clairvoyance 
“Why didn’t he come himself’” 

It was a question which Sally had antiapated 
“He isn’t well” 

“■What’s the matter with him?” 

“He — er— he’s got a sore throat ” 

“I don’t wonder Does he still sing all the tune?” 

“He smp quite a lot ” 

“If you can call It smgmg Sounds hke gas escaping from a 
pipe ‘But only God can make a tree ’ Bah' In a really ayihzed 
commumty crooners would be shot on sight Well, I won’t give 
him a penny How do you come to be mixing yourself up m this?” 
“We’re engaged ” 

“What' You’ve gone and got engaged to George Holbeton’” 
“Yes ” 

“Then you ought to have your head exammed,” said Mr Duff 
Sally stiffened Her manner became colder 
“I’m sorry now,” she said, “that I gave you that sherry ” 
“What do you mean, gave me that sherry’” retorted Mr Duff 
warmly “It’s my sherry ” 

The pomt was one which SaUy had overlooked, and she found 
herself unable to frame a telling rqily 
“Engaged to George Holbeton?” said Mr Duff, marveUmg An 
idea seemed to stnke him “Are you nch’” 

“No” 

“Then how on earth can you be engaged to George Holbeton’” 
said Mr Duff, plainly bewildered 
“I think I’ll go,” said Sally 

It seemed that Mi Duff was qmte willing that she should do so 
He allowed her to reach the door witiiout speaking Then 
suddenly, as her ffngers were on the handle, there passed throu^ 
his portly frame a sort of spasm, earning it to quiver hke a jelly 
He had the appearance of a man^hose brow a thought had 
flushed ^ 

“Wait'” he cried 

Sally paused, cold and hostile Her nose was small, but she 
tilted It with an almost Chavenderesque®^i<fe«r 
“Why? I’ve said all I came to say ” 

“I’ve a proposition Fd hke to put to you ” 
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“You’ve refused to give George his money ” 

“Yes, but I think we can do a deal ” 

“What do you mean’” 

“Come and sit down ” 

Sally returned to her seat 
“WeU’” 

Mr Duff was frownmg at the desk, as if wondering how to 
b^m His eye fell on the picture of himself which Joss had drawn 
for Mrs Chavender, and he stared at it unpleasantly for a 
moment Then he crumpled it up and threw it m the wastepaper 
basket The action seemed to have the effect of deanng his mmd 
He had found the right approach, and m a busmess conference 
the nght approach is everytihmg 
“Listen,” he said “Lemme tell you a httle story ” 



★ 6 ^ 

S INCE early morning the summer sun had been shining down 
from a cloudless sky on Claines Hall and neighbourhood 
Birds had twittered^ bees buzzed and msects tootled But despite 
these agreeable weather conditions^ the day had been for George, 
second Baron Holbeton, one of gloom and menial unrest The 
strain of waitmg for news from the front had brought him within 
measurable distance of a fit of the vapours 
Mrs Steptoe’s announcement durmg luncheon that Mr Duff 
had been on the telephone, offermg extravagant sums for the 
portrait of Mrs Chavender, had done nothing to dimimsh his 
anxiety Seemmg as it did to indicate that the custodian of his 
affairs had gone defimtely off his omon, it caused him to fear the 
worst It is hard enough to get money out of a sane trustee Let 
loopmess set m, and the difficulties become immeasurably 
enhanced 

All through the afternoon his agitation increased Unaware 
of the numerous commissions which Mrs Steptoe had given 
Sally to execute m the metropohs, he could not understand why 
she did not appear By half-past four, as he paced the drive by the 
mam gate, his frame of mmd resembled m almost equal propor- 
tions fiiat of Mariana m the Moated Grange and of ibosc pnests 
of Baal who gashed themselves with kmves 
The sound of a car caused him to spm round with eyes aglow 
A natty two-seater was tummg m at the gate Then the glow 
faded Its occupant was not Sally but a pleasant-faced yoimg man, 
a stranger to who gave him a gemal wave of the hand and 
passed on towards the house 

The fact that there were suitcases m the rumble seat of the car 
diverted his thoughts for a while He had heard of no guest who 
was expected Then he dismissed the matter from his mmd, and 
resum^ his pacmg 

Shadows had begun to creep across thS'drive before Sally made 
her appearance She found hma querulous 
*‘Atlasd’’ 
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“Were you expecting me earlier>” 

“Of course I was ” 

“I had a lot to do ” 

There was a gaiety m her manner which suddenly caused his 
spititstonse Hope began to dawn No girl, he reasoned, who had 
recently got the bird from a provision merchant could be as 
chirpy as this 
“WeU>” 

“It’s all right” 

“You got the money>” 

“Not exactly ” 

“How do you mean^” 

“He didn’t actually give it to me ” 

“He’s sendmg it>” 

“No But it’s all nght I’d better tell you what happened ” 
“Yes,” said Lord Holbeton, who was anxious to know 
Sally looked about her Her maimer seemed to Lord Holbeton 
furtive 

“Do you thmk anyone can hear us^” 

“No ” 

“They might Get in, and we’ll drive along the road ” 

“What’s all the bally mystery about^” 

“You’ll understand ” 

She backed the car, and they drove m the direction of Loose 
Chippmgs At the comer by Higgms’s duck pond, where there is 
open country and no facihties for eavesdroppmg, she halted 
“I’ve had the weirdest day, George I met the most extxa- 
ordmary young man ” 

Lord Holbeton was not mterested in extraordinary young 
men 

“What happened when you saw old DxsS> 

“Well, he started by bemg very rude I don’t thmk he hkes you 
much ” 

“He doesn’t hke anybody ” 

“Doesn’t he? You httle know^” 

“What do you mean^” 

“Though ‘hke’ isn’t the right word Not nearly strong enough 
Well, as I say, he stared by bemg very rude In fact, I was just 
sweepmg out of the mom with my nose m the air, when he 
suddenly said ‘Wait^’ So I waited ” 

“And then>” 
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“He sat waggling his eyebrows for a while, and then he said 
‘Let me tell you a little story ’ ” 

"Yes’” 

“Well, then he told me it He said that years ago he had been a 
young fellow chock-full of romance, and he used to dream all the 
tune of some sweet gul who would come mto his life hke a tender 
goddess ” 

Lord Holbeton was staring blankly 
“Old Duff said that’” 

“Yes ” 

“You’re sure it was old Duff’” 

“Of course ” 

“He must have been tight ” 

“Not a bit, though we had been quafiBng sherry As a matter of 
fact, sherry flowed hke water all the time Mr Weatherby found 
It m a cupboard ” 

“Who the dickens is Mr Weatherby?” 

“He’s the extraordinary young man I told you about He’s done 
the craziest thmg — “ 

Lord Holbeton’s lack of mterest m extraordmary young men 
extended to then unbalanced actions 
“Well, go on What about my money’” 

“Where was D Oh, yes, about Mr Duff dreaming of this girl 
who would come mto his life Well, she came But unfortunately 
they quarrelled and she went right out agam And he suU loves 
her' After fifteen years, George It was ffie most patheuc thmg 
I ever heard That poor, lonely old man My heart just bled for 
him Buckets You know who she is, of course?” 

“How on earth should I know’” 

“Of course you do You heard what she was saying at breakfest 
about having been engaged to him Mrs Chavender” 

“Oh’” said Lord Holbeton Except for the fatt that this had 
cleared up the mystery of why Mr Duff wanted Mrs Qhavender’s 
portrait, he found htfle m it to mterest him If he had a feult, it 
was that he was a htde sdf-centred “Wdl, how about my 
money’” 

“Fm commg to that I’ve got to tell you the whole story, or you 
won’t understand Mr Duff still loves jtto Ghavaider You’ve 
got that’ Well, he’s found out about that portrait of her m the 
breakfiist-room and he’s dying to have it He sayx he wants to 
bang It op and gaze at it a^ think of the old days So he 
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tfl fp liA n M Mrs Steptoe and asked her to sell it to him” 
“And about my money’” 

“Ofcourse, she refused Mrs Chavender gave Mr Steptoe the 
portrait, and Mrs Steptoe wouldn’t dare sell it for fear of 
offendmg her Mr Duff was broken-hearted ” 

“V^t did he say about my money’” 

“His voice trembled as he told me ” 

Her own voice trembled In any girl who is capable of falhng 
beneath the spell of a man who smgs Trees there must of necessity 
be a strong vem of sentiment, and J B Duff’s desire to possess a 
concrete remmder of the dear old days had affected Sally deeply 
“And then he took my breath away Do you know what he 
said’” 

“About my money’” 

“No, about this portrait He said he had got to have it somehow 
He just had to, he said And when I said I was afraid I didn’t see 
how It was to be managed, he said you would steal it for him ” 

A sound hke the wmd going out of a dymg duck escaped Lord 
Holbeton 
“Steal It’” 

“And I said ‘Why, Mr Duff' What a splendid idea'’ ” 

Lord Holbeton sw^owed 

“You said ‘What a splendid idea'’’” 

“Yes Because, you see, he says he will give you your money 
if you do And it vnll be quite easy, he pomted out He said he 
wasn’t asking you to break mto the strong room of the Bank of 
Kngland and get away with a ton of gold bars All you will have 
to do IS wait Si there’s no one about and smp it out of its frame 
and hide it under your coat ” 

“Oh’” said Lord Holbeton He was aware that the remark 
was a weak one, but at the moment he could thmk of nothing 
better 

“One thing I was very firm about, though His idea was that 
you should take the thing to him m LonSin, and I absolutely 
refiised to dream of it I said you were very higMy strung and that 
I wasn’t going to have you subjected to any nervous stram So we 
left It that he was to come and stay at the Rose and Crown m 
Loose Chippu^, and you will take the portrait to him there ” 
“Oh’” said Lord Holbeton agam 

“So now all you’ve to do is to find a good opportumty We 
mustn’t fiul the poor old man He’s too touching for words You 
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should have seen his face hght up when I said I thought it was a 

*^^^^^Mbeton did not speak It might have been supposed 
that what kept him silent was horror at findmg the ethical stan- 
dards of provision merchants so lov7 This^ however^ was not the 
case He had just begun to wonder whether m phghtu^ his troth 
to a sjrl who considered it a splendid idea that he should smp 
portraits out of their frames and hide them under his coat he 
might not have acted a htde rashly 
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T he two-seater which had passed Lord Holbeton in the drive 
continued its progress towards the house^ and a few moments 
later Chibnall, the butler^ broodmg m his pantry over tea and 
buttered toast, was roused from a sombre reverie by the sound of 
the front door bell 

Chibnall, though of a sedate extenor, was a man of strong 
passions, and what was causmg him to brood was the fact that, 
lookmg m at the Rose and Crown that mornmg for a qmck one, 
he had found his fiancee^ Vera Pym, flirtmg with a commeraal 
traveller She had, mdeed, been m the very act of sttaightenmg 
the latter’s tie, and the sight had given him an unpleasant shock 
This was not the first time he had observed m her conduct a 
levity which he deplored, and though he had said nothmg at the 
time, merely withdrawmg m a rather marked manner, it was his 
mtention before the day was done to wnte her a pretty nasty note 
and send it round by the kmves-and-boots boy 
The bell remmded him that there are other things m life 
besides woman’s faithlessness It was Chibnall, the lover, who had 
sat down to tea and toast, but the mdividual who rose and wiped 
the butter from his hps and went and opened the front door was 
Chibnall, the slave of duty 

“Good afternoon,” said the pleasant-faced young man whom he 
foimd standmg on the mat 
“Good afternoon, sir” said Chibnall 
That there are other ways for a new valet to report to G H Q 
than by dnvmg up to the front door m a sports model car had not 
occurred to Joss Weatherby He was fond of motormg, and his 
first act on leavmg Sally had been to go round to the garage and 
collect the old machme The stunulatmg dnve through rural 
England, which was lookmg its best on this fine afternoon, together 
with the snll more stunulatmg thought that he was about to take 
up his residence beneath the same roof as the girl he loved, had 
lent a sparkle to his eyes and mcreased the always rather noticeable 
affabihty of his manner 
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He looked upon Qaines Hall, and found it good The whole 
set-up appealed to him enormously He hked its mellow walls, its 
green lawns, its gay flower-beds, its twittermg birds, its buzzing 
bees and its tootling insects And when Chibnall appeared, he 
beamed at him as if he loved him hke a brother The butler could 
not remember when he had opened door to a sumuer visitor 
“Is Mrs Steptoe at home?” 

“Yes, sir” 

“Beautiful day ” 

“Yes, sir” 

“Nice place, this Tudor, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, sir ” 

“You don’t happen to know what the bird would be that I met 
as I came along Ae dnve, do you? Reddish, with a yellow head ” 
“No, sir ” 

“A pity,” said Joss “I hked its looks ” 

Chibnall descended the steps and removed the suitcases &om 
the car Like Lord Holbeton, he found himself puzzled by than, 
but It was not for him to comment In God’s good time, no doubt, 
all would be explained 
“Oh, thanks” 

“I \^1 have your car taken round to the stables, sir ” 

“Will you really’” 

To Joss, m his uplifted mood, this seemed so extraordinarily 
decent of the man that he had no hesitation in taking a five-pound 
note from his pocket and handii^ it to him He was glad t^t his 
successful speculation at the chanty gamblmg place had put him 
m a position to be able to do so 
“Why, thank you, sir'” ejaculated Chibnall, and blushed to 
flunk how near he had come to saying, “Coo'” Here, he told 
himself, was the real flung m guests Too many of those who had 
enjoyed Mrs Steptoe’s hospitahty durmg his term of ofiBce had 
been content to ^scharge their obhpuons with ten bob and a 
bn^t snule “It is extremely kmd of you, sir ” 

“Not at all” 

“If you would come this way, sir, Mrs Steptoe ism thedrawing- 
toora” 

TTi^ proceeded thither, chatting amiably of this and that 
Mrs Steptoe had gone to the drawing-rocEa not to relax but to 
concentrate She was on the eve of giving her first garden party, a 
social event of the greatest importance^ certam to have wide 
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repercussions m the County, and she wanted to go through the 
hsts of guests again She could not nd herself of an uneasy 
suspicion that she had lefi out somebody of substance, whose 
reaction to the shght would be hke that of the Bad Fairy who was 
not mvited to the royal chastening Nothing, she knew, more 
surely gives an aspirmg newcomer a soaal black eye m Enghsh 
County circles than lie omission to include m her tea-and- 
strawberries beano the big shot of the neighbourhood 
ChibnaU’s smooth “Mr Weatherby” from the doorway told 
her how well-founded her fears had been There was nobody of 
that name among the ^*W"s,” and the qmet distinction of Josses 
costume and the carefree jauntmess of his manner made it plam 
that here was the son of some noble house And she could notask 
him flatly who he was and where he hved, for that way lay the 
raised eyebrow and the bleak Brmsh stare 
She was too forceful a woman actually to flutter, but her voice 
as she addressed him distmctly shook 
“Oh, how do you do?” 

“How do you do^” 

“What a lovely day^” 

“Dehghtful” 

“So mce of you to call Do sit down ” 

She motioned her visitor to a chair, and resumed her own She 
was consaous that this was not gomg to be easy 
The curse of Enghsh hfe, the t mg about it that makes strangers 
put straws m their hair and pick at the coverlet is, of course, the 
fact that the best type of father so often has sons with toudly 
different names You get the Earl of Thmgummy, for mstance. 
Right So far, so good But his heir is Lord Whoosis, and if his 
umon has been soil further blessed, the result will be any thing 
from the Hon Algernon Whatsit to the Hon Lionel Umph To 
ascertam this young man’s identity, so that he could be bidden to 
the garden party, Mrs Steptoe realized that she might have to 
uncover layer after layer of nomenclature, hke a dancer removmg 
the seven veils 

“Have you come far^” she asked, feeling that here might be a 
clue on which she could work 
“From London ” 

“Oh?” said Mrs Sleptoe, baflled 

There was a pause Joss looked about him, admirmg the cosy 
opulence of his surroundmgs A man, he felt, might make 
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himsdf very snug m a place like this The reflecnon that Huntig 
his stay at Clames Hall he was not hkely to be given the run of the 
drawing-room had not yet suggested itself 
“It must have been warm m London to-day ” 

“There were moments when thn^ got very warm ” 

“So pleasant getting back to the country ” 

“Oh, most” 

“Sussex is so lovely at this time of year ” 

“At any time of year ” 

“Which part of it do you hke best^” asked Mrs Steptoe, hoping 
for an outburst of local patnotism 
“AH of It Hullo,” said Joss, whose eye, roving along the 
opposite wall, had been suddenly arrested, “isn’t that a Corot over 
there>” 

“I beg your pardon^” 

“That picture,” said Joss, nsmg “A Corot, surely?” 

“Is It’” said Mxs Steptoe, who was not really an authonty on 
art, though she knew what she hked 
“Yes, tihafs right His Italian penod Very plastic ” 

“Oh, yes’” 

“Very, ve-ry plastic I hke the structure Interestmg Calmly 
stated Strong, but not bombastic The values are dose, and the 
colours findy related ” 

“Perh^s you would care for a cup of tea’” said Mrs Steptoe 
It may have been a slight asperity m her tone that gave hun Ae 
feding, but there came over Joss at this pomt a sense of something 
bemg wrong Though nothing could have been more enjoyable 
than this exchange of views on the Barbizon school, he was 
consaous that m some way he had been remiss And then he saw 
what had happened He had allowed jote de more to impair his 
techmque It was aU very weU to love everybody on this happy 
day, but he must not forget that he was a gentleman’s perso^ 
gentleman Long ere this, he should have been scattenng “Mad- 
ams” hke birdseed. 

"Thank you. Madam,” he said, rectifying the error 
Mrs Stqptoe bhnked, but came back strongly 
“Tea’s one of your En^h customs I’ve taken to m a big way,” 
she said “My husband doesn’t hke it, but I neva: miss my cup 
at five o’dock ” ** 

“Indeed, madam?” 

“So refreshing ” 
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“Extremely, madam ” 

Mis Steptoe’s embarrassmoit expressed itself m an uneasy 
titter She was begmnmg to feel unequal to the situation Her 
residence m Great Bntam had done much to put her abreast of 
die customs of the country — ^for weeks she had been eatmg her 
boiled e^ out of the shell instead of mashed up m a glass, and 
Howard was never allowed to fasten the bottom button of his 
waistcoat— but she knew that there were soil weak spots m her 
equipment, and one of these was that she had not yet qmte got 
the >ians of English humour Someomes she could grab it off die 
bat, but sometimes— as now— it got past her 
“Is that the latest gag?” she asked, with what she hoped was 
adequate spnghdmess 
“Madam>” 

“Yes, c alling women that, hke men m the old novels saying 
‘Dear Lady ’ It’s land of cute,” said Mrs Steptoe musmgly, “but 
Fmnot sure I really hke it It makes you sound as if you were a 
valet or somethmg ” 

“I am, madam ” 

There came to Mrs Steptoe an unworthy suspiaon Joss soil 
looked hke the son of some noble house, but she now found 
herself re garding him as the son of a noble house who has had a 
couple 

“I’m afraid you will dunk me very dumb,” she said coldly, 
“but I don’t qmte see the joke ” 

“No joke, madam I am Mr Steptoe’s new valet ” 

“VPhad” 

“Yes, madam Miss Fairmile engaged me this morning ” 
There is no anguish so acute as that experienced by a woman 
of strong views on class distmcuons, who, having lavished all 
die charm of her best manner on a supposed saon of the nobihty, 
discovers that he is the latest addition to her domestic staff And 
Mrs Steptoe would undoubtedly have given eloquent expression 
to her feelings, had she not, just as she was about to b^m, caught 
Joss’s eye It was a strong, steady eye, the eye of a man who for 
two years had given J B Duff look for look, and if not actually 
made him wilt at least confined him reasonably closely to the 
decenaes of debate^ It impressed Mrs Steptoe She could 
recognize personahty'when she saw it 
Hard, keen practical woman though she was, the chatelame of 
Claines Hall h^ a wistful, casdes-m-the-air-building side to her 
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nature Ever since she had landed m England, she had dreamed 
of one day securmg a valet of the right sort, a gentleman’s personal 
gentleman of blood and iron, capable of sticking his chm out at 
her Howard and making him play ball And here, unless she had 
been totally deceived by a promising extenor, he was 
Her gjance softened An instant before, she could have been 
mistaken for a rattlesnake about to stnke Her air now became 
that of a rattlesnake which is prepared to reserve its judgment nil 
it has heard all the fticts 
“Oh?” she said 
“Yes, madam ” 

“Chibnall should have taken you to the servants’ hall ” 

“Yes, madam ” 

“Still, now you are here ” 

“Preasdy, madam No doubt you wish to give me certam 
hmts and instructions with regard to my duties ” Joss coughed 
disaeetly “I understand from Miss Fairmile, madam, that Mr 
Steptoe IS mchned to be a htde difhcult ” 

It was the very pomt which Mrs Steptoe was anxious to 
discuss 

“That’s r^t,” she said “He gets rough with his valets ” 
“Indeed, madam^” 

“He throws a scare mto them, and they qmt The only one so far 
that’s stayed as long as two weeks vras the feUow before you I 
had hopes of him, but Mr Steptoe finally got him down He 
didn’t like Mr Steptoe rubbmg his nose on he shirt-front ” 

This mterested Joss He had not known that he was taking 
service under a man with an mdia-rubber neck 
“Is Mr Steptoe a contomomst?” 

“You don’t get me It was the feUowi-beforeyou’s nose that Mr 
Stqptoe rubbed on Mr Steptoe’s shirt-firont The fellow-before- 
you had laid out a soff-bosomed shut for hun to wear at dinner, 
and Mr Steptoe doesn’t like stiff-bosomed shirts So he rubbed 
the fellow-b^re^ou’s nose on it ” 

“I see, madam ” 

“So th«e you are That’s what you’re up against ” 

“I quite appreciate the situation,madam But I view it without 
concern This vnll not be the first time I hsj^e been m the employ- 
ment (ff a dff5.cult goideman ” 

“And you made out all nght?” 

“Entirdy sausfectonly, madam ” 
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Mis Steptoe’s last lingering doubts were removed If she still 
bore any resemblance to a rattlesnake it was to one which has 
heard the voice of consaence and deaded to simmer down and 
spend a quiet evemng with the boys This was the superman she 
had (breamed of She resolved to conceal nothing from him, but to 
give him die low-down m overflowmg measure 

“Well, that’s fine,” she said, “You’ve taken a weight oflF my 
nim(l I’m beginning to thmk you’ll be able to swmg tins job It’s 
not everybody that can handle Mr Steptoe when he’s gomg good, 
but you seem to have what it takes You see, the whole trouble is 
this Mmd you, this is stncdy off the record I wouldn’t want to 
be quoted ” 

“I qmte understand, madam ” 

“Between ourselves, then, for your guidance, Mr Steptoe is a 
hick” 

“Indeed, madam?” 

“He has no natural sense of digmiy I can’t seem to drive it mto 
his nut that he’s got a posiuon to keep up Only the other day I 
caught him m the stable yard, shootmg craps with my chaufifeur ” 

“Tut, madam ” 

“Yes I heard a voice ydhng ‘Baby needs new shoes'’ and there 
he was ” 

“Dear, dear, madam ” 

“And he hates dressing for dmner He says collars scratch his 
neck and he can’t stand for the way sufif-bosomed shirts go pop 
when he breathes You see, he was raised all wrong Till I married 
him, the only time he ever saw a strff-bosomed shut was when 
the referee was bendmg over him, countmg ten ” 

“Mr Steptoe was a boxer?” 

“Prehmmary bouts on the Paafiic coast The first time I ever 
saw turn was at the Amencan L^on stadium m Holijrwood He 
was getting the tar whaled out of him by a fellow called Wildcat 
Wix” 

This reheved Joss somewhat He was prepared to take therough 
with the smooth, but it was mce to feel ffiat he was not coming up 
against an imtable world’ll champion 

“Well, you know what small-tune box-fightras are They get 
the pork-and-beans outlook, and don’t seem able to shake it off 
So I’m relymg on you to be very firm with him To-night^ 
particularly There’s one or two r«illy mce people expected to 
dinner, and I wouldn’t put it past Mr Steptoe, if to his own 
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unbridled instincts, to show up in a turtleneck sweatee And now 
I’ll ring for Chibnall to take you to your room I hope 3rou’Il be 
comfortable ” 

“Thank you, madam ” 

“Watch Mr Steptoe’s shoes Take your eye off him for a 
second, and he’ll be commg down to dumer m sneakers ” 

“I will be very vigilant, madam ” 

“I’m sure you will Oh, ChibnaU,” said Mrs Steptoe, “this is 
Weatherby, Mr Steptoe’s new valet Will you show him his 
room’” 

In status that there is no anguish so acute as that which is 
expenenced by a hostess who mistakes a member of her staff 
for a soon of the nobihty, we were guilty of an error It is equalled, 
if not surpassed, by that of a butler of haughty spmt who finds 
that he has been calling a fellow-toiler “Sir ” It was with bu rning 
eyes and resentment m every feature that Chibnall turned on 
Joss as the door closed behmd them Only the fact that Joss’s 
five-pound note was nestling m his trouser-pocket restramed 
bim from the most violent form of rebuke 
“Why didn’t you tell me who you were’” he demanded 
“You never asked me,” said Joss 

“Bowhng up to the front door m your car, as if you had bought 
the place'” 

“The wrong note, you think’ Yes, I suppose you’re right Here, 
where are we going’” 

"I was instructed to show your lordship your lordship’s room,” 
said Chibnall, whose satire, though good, was always mchned to 
be a htde on the heavy side “Perhaps your lordship will bio 
obhging as to pick up your lordship’s feet and follow me ” 

They had left behmd the soft rugs and Chippendale furmture 
of the r uling dassK and had come mto a barrai land of uncarpeted 
stairs and passages smdhng of yellow soap Joss found his spmts 
smkmg He felt hke Dante being shown through the Inferno by 
Virgil. And when Virgil threw open a door m the very heart of the 
ydlow soap zone, revealing a small bedroom with an iron bedstead 
and a cracked pitcher, standing m a chipped bowl, he shook his 
head deadedly 

“Oh, no, no, no,” he said “Oh, no, no, no, no, no ” 

“I ^ your pardon’” 

“This never do Haven’t you something better than tills’” 
“Ptthaps you’d hke a private bath’” 
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“A private bath, of course,” said Joss '‘And a few good prints 
on the walls and a decent arm-chair Two arm-chairs, m fact, 
because I am hopmg that you will often look m on me for a smoke 
and a chat, when we are off duty ” 

A sharp, whistlmg mtake of breath at his side told him that he 
had been too abrupt He felt that he should have remembered that 
prelumnanes are essential to these negotiations 
'T wonder,” he said, takmg a five-pound note from his pocket, 
‘'if you would be mterested m another of these^ Perhaps you are a 
collector^” 

There was a long pause, durmg which Chibnall, the man, 
wrestled with Chibnall the butler The man wished to fimg the 
five-pound note in Joss’s face, the butler was m favour of trouser- 
mgit The latter won 
"Thanks ” he said 

"You see/’ Joss explamed, "Mrs Steptoe made such a pomt of 
tellmg me to be conrfortable I wouldn’t hke to disappomt her 
And I ought to tell you that I have not always been as you see me 
now Until recently I hved m an atmosphere of refinement, even 
luxury In fact, I dwelt in marble halls with vassals and serfs at 
my side I can’t mention names, even to you, but if I were to^ 
reveal the identity of the titled father who cut me off with/Si 
shilhng for refusing to marry the girl he had chosen for me, you 
would be staggered ” 

It was as if Chibnall had suddenly seen hght m the darkness 
Subconsaously, he reahzed now, some such explanation of these 
pecuhar gomgs-on had already begun to suggest itself He was a 
great reader of novelettes, and had often argued their merits with 
Miss Pym, who preferred thrillers The situation which Joss had 
outimed was not a new one to him He had come across it not 
only m Hyacinth^ but m Mark Delamere^ Gentleman^ and The 
World Well Lost 
"Indeed, sir^” 

"That’s what makes me a httle fussy ” 

"I quite understand, sir ” 

“Who arranges about the bedrooms here^” 

"The housekeeper, sir ” 

"She should be al^ to find me something suitable^” 
"Unquestionably, sir There arc a number of unoccupied 
guest-rooms ” 

"Then lead me to her In faa, you had better assemble the 
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whole staff I should hke to address them on an impor tant pomt 
of pohcy ” 

It was some half-hour later, as Joss sat m the servants’ hall 
enjoymg a pleasant rubber of bndge with Mrs Barlow, the 
housekeeper, Mrs EUis, the cook, and Chibnall that there pealed 
through the regions below stairs the sound of a beU It pve the 
impression that somebody with a powerful thumb had placed 
that thumb on the button and k^t it there 
“Mr Steptoe,” said Gubnall, who was dummy 
Joss sighed Ifcthusiastically supported by his parmer, he had 
]ust bid little slam m hearts, and looked hke mafang it 
“A nuisance,” he said “But mevitable, I suppose Perhaps you 
would come and show me the way ” 

The door of Mr Steptoe’s bedroom, when they reached it, was 
ajar, and from withm there came the restless movement of some 
heavy body, suggesting either that an elephant had got loose or 
that Mr Steptoe was pacmg the floor It was a smister sound, 
and ChibnaU’s eyes, as they met Joss’s, were ahve with respectful 
pity Chibnall had se«i so many valets enter that room, only to 
totter out shakmg m every limb and gropmg then way bhndly, 
hke guests commg away fium a Lord Mayor’s Banquet— or even, 
as in the case of die feUow-before-you, bleeding profiisely at the 
nose 

Quickly shaking Joss’s hand, he tiptoed off 
Joss pushed the door open, and went m It seemed to him that 
the early stages of his first mtemew with his new employer might 
be marked by a htde fncuon Nor was he mistaken One glance 
at the latter was enough to show him that Mr Steptoe was not at 
his sunmest 

As a matter of fact, nobody who had known him only smce his 
arrival m England had ever seen Howard Stqitoe sunny He was, 
as has akeady been mdicated by bis demeanour at the breakfast 
table, a soured and disillusioned man 
When a wealthy widow, infatuated by his robust charms, had 
removed bun from the pork-and-beans surroundings m which he 
had passed his formative years, Howard “Mugsy” Stqjtoe had 
siqjposed that he was about to sit on top of the world And here he 
was m a hdl of valets, smrched collaivtea parties, County 
soaety and compamons who ware-ao good for him, hke Lord 
Holbeton. A rude awakening 

To-day, he had been hottmg up evex smce lunch It was over 
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the luncheon table, it will be remembered, that Mrs Steptoe had 
told him of Mr Duff’s offer for the portrait of Mrs Chavender 
And when a man, sorely m need of ready cash, hears that his wife 
has turned down a dazzhng offer for a portrait, belongmg to 
himself, on which he would have put an outside pnce of thuty 
cents, he is apt, even if of a mild and equable temperament, to 
chafe pretty considerably Mr Steptoe, who was not mild and 
equable, had chafed hke a gumboil 
And about half an hour ago he had met Sally and learned from 
her that a new valet had amved at Qames Hall Just when he had 
been congratuktmg himself on havmg stamped this evd out 
Howard Steptoe was waiting for this valet 
“Good evening, sir,” said Joss “You rang^” 

He found himself impressed by the other’s physique, and was 
surprised that it had never earned him beyond prelimmary bouts 
on the Pacific coast Faulty footwork, he presumed 
There was a snowy shirt lymg on the bed Atr Stqitoe pomted 
a ban a n a -hke finger at it — emotionally, for it represented to him 
the last straw 
“You'” 

"Sir?” 

“See that shirt>” 

“Yes, sir” 

“Stiff” 

“Preasely, sir ” 

“Well, take it away, or I’ll make you eat it ” 

Joss felt that the moment had come to be firm There was a 
compelling steadmess m the eye which he fixed on the fermenting 
man 

“Stqito^” he said qinetly, “you will wear your mce shirt ” 



T here was a silence Mr Steptoe^s vast frame had become 
afiiicted by what looked like a palsy He moved, he stirred, he 
seemd to feel the thrill of life along his keel His hands had 
bunched themselves mto fists, and he breathed tensely through 
his squashed nose 

“\?^at^” he muttered throatily ‘‘Wassat you said^” 

Joss repeated his observation He had shifted his position 
shghdy, so as to place a substantial chair between them, and had 
taken from the mantelpiece a stout and serviceable vase^just m 
case He was pretty confident of bemg able to setde this dispute 
through the channels of diplomacy, but there was no harm in 
bemg prepared 

“I’ll break you mto httle bits ” 

“Don’t be silly What use would I be m htde bits^” 

A bitter smile disturbed for an mstant the tenseness of Mr 
Steptoe’s hps 

“Ha^” he said “Smart guy, huh>” 

Joss slapped his thigh 

“I knew you were gomg to say that ” 

“Is that so>” 

“Either that or ‘Wise guy, huh? I was as sure of it as I am that 
I have m my pocket the lOU’s for the money you lost to the 
cook at craps ” 

“Cheese^” said Mr Steptoe, tottermg on his base 
It was about a week smce Howard Steptoe, m the hope of 
pickmg up a htde pocket-money, had started teachmg the 
domestic staff this fascmatmg game, and m a black hour had 
come up agamst Mrs Elhs, the cook, who possessed a natural 
aptitude for it This very evemng he had been compelled to ask 
her to accept another promissory note for sixteen shilhngs, 
brmgmg his obhgations up to the colossa|v figure of six pounds, 
eight and twopence 

“And when I thmk what Mrs Steptoe is gomg to say when I 
show them to her/* said Joss, “I shudder ” 

56 
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So did Mr Steptoe He shuddered from stem to stem 
The fear lest this evidence of his sinnmg might some day find 
Its way to Mrs Steptoe had haunted Mugsy’s dreams for a week 
He knew so well what the harvest would be 
In the mam, though despotic, his wife’s rule was benevolent, 
and the love she bore him enabled him to rub valets’ noses m 
shirt-fronts without excitmg an3rthmg worse than a pamed *‘Oh, 
Howard*” She had even been reasonably mild when she had 
found him rolhng the bones with the chaiiflfeur 
But there was one point on which he knew that she would 
tolerate no funny business Let her discover that he had been 
trymg to skin the best cook m Sussex, thus sowmg m that cook’s 
mmd possible thoughts of givmg her notice, and the tigress that 
slept m her would be imchained 
“Antiapatmg a spot of toughness on your part,” said Joss, “I 
leaped at the opportumty offered to me just now of buymg up 
your paper It may interest you to know that I got it dirt cheap 
Confidence in your financial stabihty is very low m the servants’ 
hall, and sacrifice prices prevailed ” He paused ^‘Steptoe,” he 
said, “you will wear your stiff-bosomed shirt, and hke it ” 

Air Steptoe had sunk mto a chair, and was supporting his head 
on his hands Joss felt a pang of pity for the stricken man 
“Cheer up,” he said “You have only to show a docile and 
reasonable spirit, and I shall not proceed to the last awfiil extreme 
How on earth,” he asked sympathetically, “did you come to get 
m the red to that extent^ You must have been rolhng them all 
wrong You’d better let me give you a few lessons ” 

Mr Steptoe raised his head, starmg 
“Do you play craps?” 

“Do I play craps^” said Joss, with a hght laugh “That’s good 
The dicers of a dozen aties would smile if they heard you ask 
that You, I take it, are a novice ” 

“No, I’m not,” said Mr Steptoe hotly 
“Then there must be something seriously wrong with your 
methods The whole science of craps consists in sa^ying the right 
thing to the bones at the nght time And Aat, I suspect, is where 
you have shpped You suggest to me the ultraconservative, 
hidebound personahj^ What you learned at your mother’s knee 
IS good enough for you I understand that you stdl say *Baby 
needs new shoes ’ ” 

“Well, why not>” 
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“All wrong Dice aren’t going to respond to outmoded stuff 
like that But I’ll go mto all that later For the moment, St^toe, 
let me urge upon you never agam to play with cooks Practically 
all of them have an uncanny sM Your future as a crapshooter, as 
I see It, hes among the nobihty and gentry If I were you, I 
would reserve myself for this garden party of which I hear so 
much” 

“How do you mean^” 

"Wait nil the garden party, and then detach a contmgent of the 
best element m &e County from the tea and buns and take them 
behmd the stables and give them the works ” 

“I never thought of diat ” 

“I see no reason why you should not make a substantial 
killing ” 

“It can’t be too substantial for me ” 

“You require the money for some special purpose?” 

“Do I'” Although they were alone, behmd closed doors, Mr 
Steptoe looked nervously over his shoulder “I want to raise 
enough to buy my transportanon back to Hollywood ” 

“Your heart is snll there, is it? But I was given to imderstand 
that your career there was not an unmixedly successful one 
Suppose you ran mto Wildcat Wix agam?” 

“Say, listen, I could eat that guy for breakfast ” 

“I was told that he whaled the tar out of you ” 

“Who said that?” 

“Mrs Steptoe” 

“Women don’t understand these thmgs I was robbed of the 
decision by a venal referee And, anyway, I’m not planning to go 
back to being a box-fighter When I left there, I was doing swell 
m pictures ” 

"I don’t remember seeing you ” 

“Wdl, It was extra work tdl just at the end Then I was m one 
where I had three good speeches ” 

“You had?” 

“That’s what I had It was one of these tough stones, where 
everybody’s all the time slappmg somebody else’s ftce I was one 
of these gangsters A guy comes up to me and sa3re ‘Oh, yeah?* and 
I say ‘Oh^ yeah’’ and slap his face Then an^er guy comes up to 
me and sap ‘Oh, yeah?’ and I say ‘Oh, y^h?* and slap his fece 
And then a third guy comes up to me and sap ‘Oh, ymh?’ and I 
say ‘Oh, yeah?’ and I skp him on the knsar, too ” 
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“I suppose they couldn’t get Qark Gable>” 

“And then Mrs Steptoe goes and mames me Wouldn’t that 
jar you’ Just as I’m startmg to break m ” 

“Many people say that the artist should not marry ” 

“It bust my career There’s a rising demand m pictures for 
fellows with maps hke mine Look at Wallace Beov Look at 
Edward G Robinson How about Maxie Rosenblocw There’s a 
case for you Started out as a box-fighter, hke me, and now look 
athun” 

“Maxie was a champion ” 

“Well, so would I of been a champion if it hadn’t of been for 
jealousy m high places I tell you, I was being groomed for 
stardom when Mrs Steptoe comes along and takes me away firom 
It all And aE that stands between me and it now is not havmg the 
dough for my transportation ” 

“A lesson or two from me, and we’E soon adjust that You’ll 
send those Dukes and Earls back from the garden party m their 
shirts ” 

“I cert’ny will Say, hsten,” said Mr Steptoe, regardmg Joss 
with affection and respect “You’re all nght'” 

“I’m one of the mcest fellows you ever met In proof of which, 
take these ” 

“Cheese!” 

“I merely needed them at the outset of our acquaintance to 
ensure the estabhshmg of our relations on a chmnmy basis And 
now,” said Joss bnsMy, “as time is gettmg on, climb mto that 
shirt” 

The joyous light died out of the other’s eyes 
“Must P” 

“I’m afiaid so People are coming to dinner ” 

“Just a bunch of stifife ” 

“The stiflfer the stiffe, the suffer the shirt-finnt That is the 
fundamental law on which Soaety rests So upsy-daisy, Stqitoe, 
and get it over ” 

“Well, if you say so ” 

“That’s my brave httle man And now,” said Joss, who had 
been looking out of tl» wmdow, “I must leave you, Thae’s 
somebody down m th^ garden that I want to see ” 



S ALLY had dressed for dinner early, m order to be able to enjoy 
a stroll in the garden before the guests should arnve Clames 
Hall was one of the moated houses of England, and a walk beside 
those still waters always refreshed her &er one of her visits to 
London 

Her thoughts, as she leaned over the low wall, lookmg down at 
the fish dartmg m and out of the weeds, had turned to Joss As his 
soaal sponsor, she felt herself concerned m his fortunes She 
wondered how he was settlmg down in the servants’ hall, and 
hoped that that exuberance of his had not led him mto the 
perpetration of one of xhost gaffes which are so rightly resented in 
such places 

It was mce, at any rate, to find that he had been an outstandmg 
success with Mrs Steptoe That autocrat’s enthusiastic response 
to her rather apprehensive enquines had astomshed Sally Mrs 
Steptoe had unhesitatmgly stamped Joss with the seal of her 
approvalas thegoods She had spokenm no measured terms of die 
qmet forcefulness of his personahty, givmg it as her opmion that 
tlus time the master of the house had come up against something 
red-hot If his new feUow was as good as he seemed, said Mrs 
Steptoe, not mmcmg her words, it was qmte withm the bounds of 
possibihty that Howard might make his appearance at4:he garden 
party lookmg half-way human 

A cheery “Hoy*” broke the stillness, and she turned to see the 
very person she had beenthmking about Valets did not as a rule 
saunter about the gardens of Clames Hall m the quiet evenfall, but 
nobody had told Joss Weatherby that 
“So there you are,” he said “Do you know, m this uncertam 
hght I mistook you for a wood nymph ” 

“Do you always shout ‘Hoy*’ at wood nymphs?” 

“Nearly dways ” 

“I suppose you know that valets areiu supposed to shout 
‘Hoy*’ at people’” 

“You must open a conversation somehow ” 

60 
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“Well, if you want to attract, for instance, Mrs Stqitoe’s 
attention, it would be more smtable to say ‘Hoy, madam ’ ” 

“Or ‘Hoy, dear lady’’ ” 

“Yes, diat would be friendlier ” 

“Thanks I’ll remember it ” He jomed her at the wall, and 
stood scrutinizing the fish for a moment m silence The evenmg 
was very still Somewhere m the distance, sheep bells wa« tmk- 
hng, and from one of tihe wmdows of the house there came the 
soimd of a raucous voice rending the Lambeth Walk Despite 
the shut. Joss had left Mr Stqrtoe happy, even gay “This is a 
lovely place,” he said 
“I’m glad you hke it ” 

“An earthly Paradise, absolutely Though mark you,” said 
Joss, who beheved m coming to the pomt, “ a gas worte m Jersey 
Qty would be all nght with me, so long as you were there A 

book of verses underneath the bough ” 

The quotation was familiar to SaUy, and she felt it might be 
better to change the subject 
“How are you getting on^” 

“Fme Coidn’t be better I was hoping to run across you, and 
here you are And as I was saymg, a jug of wme, a loaf of bread 

and thou beside me, smgmg m the wilderness ” 

“I didn’t mean m the wilderness I meant m the servants’ hah ” 
“Oh, the servants’ hall’ I’m its pet ” 

“Qubnall, of course, is the man you have to conciliate His 
word can make or break ” 

“I have Chibnall m my pocket ” 

“Really’” 

“We’re hke Cohen and Corcoran One of those beautiful 
friendships We hadn’t known each other half an hour before he 
was takmg his hair down and confidmg m me Did you know he 
was engaged to the barmaid at the local pub’” 

“No ” 

“Perhaps it hasn’t been givai out yet And he was a good deal 
upset because he found her this mommg straightening a com- 
meraal travdler’s tie Oh curse of marriage, he said to himself, 
that we can call these ddicate creatures ours, but not their 
appetites His impulse to wnte her a stinker ” 

“And did you approve’” 

“No I was against it I pomted out to him that it is of the 
essence of a barmaid’s duties that she be all thmgs to all men. 
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and that it had probably been a mere professional gesture, 
designed purely to stimulate trade I am a close enough student of 
human nature to be aware that a commercial traveller who has ^d 
his tie straightened by a pretty girl with copper-coloured hair is 
fiir more hkdy to order a second beer than one to whom such 
gurl has been distant and aloof” 

“That’s true He must have found you a great comfort ” 

“Oh, he did He’s gomg to mtroduce me to her to-morrow ” 
“You seemed to have comforted Mr Stepto^too That sounds 
hke him smgmg ” 

“Yes I found him rather moody, but I dropped a few kmdly 
words, and they cheered him up like a noggin of J B Duff’s 
sherry I forgot to ask about that, by the way Did you and he 
fimsh the bottle after I had left ?” 

“Not qmte ” 

“Was tihe mterview satisfectory?” 

“Very, thanks ” 

“Let me see, I forget what it was you were seeing him about^” 
“You should take one of these memory courses How do you 
get on with the others^” 

“Thq? eat out of my hand ” 

“Has Mrs Barlow given you a mce room^” 

“Temfic ” 

“Thea you thmk you will be happy here^” 

“EcstaticaUy” 

“How are you going to manage about lookmg after Mr 
Stqptoe? Can you vdet?” 

“You have touched on my seaet sorrow I can’t But it’s all 
arrai^ed Immediatdy upon arrival, 1 summoned the staff and 
addressed them 1 said ^at if they were prepared to take my 
work off my hands I was prepared to pay well for good service I 
had the meetmg with me from the start, and the details were 
speedily fixed up Charles, the footman, see to die tedmical 
side of Mr Steptoe’s valeting The matter of my mommg cup of 
tra IS m the capable hands of the kitchen maid The cook has 
aintracmd to see that a few sandwiches shall be beside my bed 
last thing at night, m case 1 get peckish m the small hours The 
whisl^ and so^ to accompany them wi|} of cotuse be m Chib- 
nall’s dqiartmoit ” 

Sally stared For one disloyal moment she found herself 
r^rettmg that Lord Holbeton had not mote of this spirit of 
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aaterprise It might have been purely her fancy, but she thought 
she had detected m the latter’s manner, when she broached the 
idea of stealing Mrs Chavender’s portrait, a certam listlessness 
and lack of enthusiasm 
“You’re quite an organizer ” 

“I hke to get thmgs working smoothly ” 

“What used you to be before this’ A captain of mdustry’ But 
I was forgetung Mr Duff said you were an artist ” 

“Yes ” 

“Then what were you domg m his office’ WTien I came m, I 
thought you must be a partner or somethmg ” 

“That is a mistake lots of people used to make My air of qmet 
digmty was miRleadiTig I was a kmd of tame artist employed by 
ffie firm to do illustrations for advemsements and so on Among 
other things, I did the posters for Paramount Ham ” 

“Oh, no'” 

“All nght, I don’t hke them myself” 

“But Mr Duff told me you pamted that portrait of Mrs 
Chavender that’s m the breakfast-room ” 

“Qmte true ” 

“Then why ’” 

“The whole trouble was,” said Joss, “that the necessity for 
Mting thrust Itself mto the foreground of my domestic pohtics 
When I pamted that portrait, I was m the chips I had a private 
mcome — ^the young artist’s best ftiend It was later converted to 
his own use by the lawyer who had charge of it, he getting the 
feehng one day that his need was greater than tome Wben 
you’re faced by the pauper’s home, you have to take what you 
can get” 

“Yes,” said Sally, who had had the same expenence “But 
what a shame' I’m sorry ” 

“Thanks,” said Joss “Thanks for bemg sorry Well, I struggled 
along for a while, get ting thinner and thmner, and finally did 
what I ought to have had the sense to do at die start I saved 
J B Duff &om a watery grave We were at E a sth a mp ton at the 
time, he on his yacht, I holding an executive post m a local soda 
ffiontam, and we met m mid-ocean I got him to shore, and m a 
natural spasm of gratitude he added me to his London staff He 
was just living for Loifflon, to take charge I have an idea he has 
regretted it smee Thinking it over, I beheve he wishes occasion- 
ally that he had gone down for the third time ” 
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"I can see how you might not be everybodsr’s dream-employee ” 
“Too afeble, you thmk>” 

“A htde, perhaps Well, it’s a shame ” 

“Ohj all m the day’s work Some day I hope to be able to be a 
portrait pamter again The difficulty is, of course, that m ordor to 
pamt portraits you have to have sitters, and you can’t get sitters 
tdl you’ve made a name, and you can’t make a name ull you’ve 
pamted portraits It is what is known as a viaous cude ” 

“Vay viaous ” 

“Almost a menace But let’s not waste time talkmg about me 
Let’s go on to that dress you’re weanng It’s stupendous ” 
“Thank you ” 

“It looks as if It were woven of mist and moonbeams Mist and 
moonbeams, and you mside Beat that for a combination It’s a 
most extraordinary thing You seem to go from strength to 
strength When you came mto the office this mormng m that blue 
fix»ck, I thought It was the last word m woman’s wear And now 
you knock my eye out with this astounding aeation But of 
course, it isn’t the upholstery, it’s you You would look wonderful 
m any thing Tell me,” said Joss, “there’s a thmg I’ve been 
waiting to discuss with you ever smce we met Do you beheve 
in love at first sight^” 

Once more, Sally had the fedmg that the conversation might 
be changed 

“The ducks nest on that island over there,” she said, pomtmg 
at a dim mass that loomed anud the shadows of the moat 
“Let them,” said Joss cordially “Do you’” 

“Do I what’” 

“Beheve m love at first sight Chibnall does ” 

A car rounded the comer of the drive, and came raspingly to a 
halt at the front door 
“I must go,” said Sally 
“Oh, no, don’t ” 

“People are amving ” 

“Just a bunch of stte I have this on Mr Steptoe’s authonty 
Pay no attention to them ” 

“Goodmght” 

“You really are gomg’” 

“Yes” 

“Then I shall look forward to seeing you to-morrow, and we 
will take up this subject where we left off There was some famous 
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fellow who fell m love at first sight Not Chibnall Somebody 
else Where do you stroll m the mommgs?” 

“I don’t stroll I woik ” 

“Work?” 

“Yes I see the cook ” 

“Don’t take her on at craps ” 

“And I do the fiowers and I brush the dog ” 

"I’ll help you brush the dog ” 

“No, you won’t ” 

“Why not?” 

“It would excite ranark ” 

“I being a humble valet?” 

“You bemg a humble valet ” 

“What a curse these social distmcuons are They ought to be 
abolished I remember saymg that to Karl Marx once, and he 
thought there might be an idea for a book m it Romeo' That’s the 
name I was trying to thmk of” 

“What about him? ” 

“He fell m love at first sight, hke Chibnall and—” 

“Good mght,” said Sally 



I T was on a Tuesday that Mr Duff had conferred with Sally in 
bis office Wednesday morning found him m the bar parlour 
of the Rose and Crown, sippmg a small gm and gmger 
J B Duff was not a man who procrastmated He diought on 
his feet and let no grass grow under them Sally had returned to 
Clames Hall at half-past four on the previous afternoon, charged 
with the task of opening negotiations with Lord Holbeton for the 
removal of Mrs Chavender’s portrait At seven, Mr Duff was 
ahghtmg at Loose Chippmgs station, all ready to be on the spot 
the moment anythmg broke But one glance out of the wmdow, as 
his cab rolled up the High Street, had been enough to tell him 
that this was not the place of his dreams As he sipped his gm and 
gmger, he was feelmg homesick 
Towns hke Loose Chippmgs (Pop 4,916) are all right if you 
are fond of towns with Pops of 4,916, but Mr Duff’s tastes had 
always been metropohtan And now, although it was so brief a 
time ago that his arrival had made the Pop 4,917, it seemed to 
hun that he had been here ever smce he was a small boy, gettmg 
more bored every mmute Like some mmstrel of Tm Pan Alley, 
he was wishmg that he could go back, back, back to the place 
where he was bom, which was Greater New York — or, failmg 
that, to his adopted city of London 
There is never a great deal domg m the bar parlour of a country 
inn at deven o’clock m the mommg It is only later m the day 
that It becomes the hub of the neighbourhood’s soaal life, 
attracting all that is gayest and wittiest for miles around The only 
other occupant of 3ie room at this moment was the girl with 
copper-coloured hair who sat behind the counter readmg a 
mystery story Vera Pym, barmaid, the affianced of Chibnall, the 
butler 

The &st thmg any regular dient woyld have noticed, had he 
entered, was that Miss was strangely silent As a rule, whai 
she found herself alone with a customs, she felt it her duty to be 
the hostess, and it was her practice to chat with great freedom, 

66 
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ranging vivaaously from politics and the weather to darts gossip 
and the new films But now she had not spoken for nearly ten 
She sat reading her book and from time to time shootmg 
qmck, glances m Mr Duff’s direction There was 

nervousness m these glances, and a sort of shocked horror 

This, as we say, would have mystified the regular chent But 
her taaturmty may be readily explamed What was causmg it was 
the fact that Mr Duff was weanu® on his upper hp a large mous- 
tache of the soup-stramer type It lent to his aspect a strange tod 
rather ghastly menace Who knew, the observer felt as he saw it, 
what sinister things might not be lurkmg withm that under- 
grov^, waitmg to spnng out and pounce 

That was what Miss was feeling, as she eyed it with those 
qmck, sidelong glances She had a complex about moustaches So 
many of the worst bounders m the cmne fiction to which she was 
addicted had affected them The m3rstenous leper and the man 
with the missu^ toe were examples that leaped to her mmd In 
both mstanrps the shrubbery had provM to be as false as its 
wearer’s heart, and the more she eyed Mr Duff’s, the surer she 
became that it was not a natural disfigurement but had been stuck 
on with glue 

It was no idle whim that had led Air Duff to bar his features 
to the general pubhc m this manner Prudence and foresight had 
gmded his acnons In commg to Loose Chippmgs, only a stone’s 
throw from the residence of Mrs Chavender, he had never lost 
sight of the fact that he was entering a danger zone At any 
moment he might run mto his old love, and the thought of such 
an encounter was one that froze the grand old bachelor’s blood 
False moustaches cost money, but he had considered it money 
well spent 

He finished his gm and gmger, and got up 

“Say,” he said, and Miss Pym leaped hke a nsmg trout A most 
impossible outsider, who went about shootu^ people with a 
tommy gun, had just said “Say” m the story she was read ing 

“Su?” she faltered 

“How do you get to a place called Clames Hall?” 

“Turn to the left as you leave the mn and straight aloi^ the 
road,” said Miss Pym fiSmtly 

“Thanks,” said Mr Duff, and makmg for the door colkded 
with Chibn^, who ms eitermg at the moment, accompamed 
by Joss 
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“Pardon,” said Chibnall 

“Grrh,” said Mr Duff 

Joss looked after him, puzzled Mr Duff rffloiinded him in an 
odd sort of way of someone he had met somewhere possibly m a 
mghtmare He found himself, however, unable to place him, and 
came back to the present to find that ChibnaU was presenting him 
to his betrothed 

“Mr Weatherby is Mr Steptoe’s new personal attendiit ” 

“How do you do, Mr Weatherby?” 

“How do you do?” said Joss He submitted Miss Pym to a 
quick mspecuon, and was able to assure Chibnall with a swift lift 
of the right eyebrow that m his opimon the other’s judgment had 
been sound A gurl well fitted to be the butler’s bnde, was Joss’s 
verdict 

Gratified by this, Chibnall talked easily and well, and 
for some mmutes it seemed that a perfea harmony was to 
prevail Then he struck .what was to prove to be a discordant 
note 

“Who was the walrus?” he asked, for he was always mterested 
m new faces m the bar parlour 

Miss Pym pohshed a glass thoughtfully Her manner, which 
had been animated, had become grave 

“I’ve never seal him before ” 

“I thought I had,” said Joss “His face seemed somdiow 

familiar ” 

“He’s staymg at the inn,” said Miss Pjun “And if you want to 
know what I thmk, Sidney—” 

Cbihnall laughed amusedly, as one who has heard this before 
and knows what is coming To Joss, who had a sensitive ear, it 
seemed ftiat there was far too strong a note of “SiHy little woman” 
about that laugh, and it was plam Siat Miss Pym mought so, too, 
for she bn^ed visibly 

“All right You can lai^h as much as you hke, but if you want 
to know what I thmk, I bdieve he’s a crook ” 

rhih nall lauded agam, once more with offensive masculme 
supenonty 

“You and your aooks What’s gone and put that idea mto your 
head?” 

“I tlvmk It’s suspiaous, him bemg at the inn He’s not an 
artist, htf s not a commeraal, and he hasn’t come for the fishn^, 
because he’s not brought any rods and thmgs ” 
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“He may be one of these wnters, come down here to work 
where it’s quiet ” 

“Wellj what’s he wearing a false moustache for?” 

“How do you know it’s false?” 

"I have a feelmg ” 

‘Tooh'” 

“Pooh to you'” retorted Miss Pym 

It seemed to Joss that he was becoming mvolved m a lovers’ 
quarrel This, and the fact that he had promised to meet Mr 
Steptoe m the stable yard at noon and give him a craps lesson, 
deaded him to fimsh his half of bitter and leave He excused 
himself and went oul^ and Chibnall, hghtmg a agarette, took up 
the discussion where it had been broken oS* 

“If you want to know what’s the matter with you, my girl, you 
read too many of these trashy detective stones ” 

“Better than reading silly novelettes ” 

“May I ask why you caU novdettes silly?” 

“Because they are ” 

“Mere abuse is no cntiosm ” 

“Well, thejr’re full of things happenmg that don’t happen ” 
“Such as?” 

“Well, what we were talkmg about the other day Whoever 
heard of a young fellow being buzzed out of his home because 
his father wanted him to marry somebody and he wouldn’t?” 

Chibnall blew an any smoke rmg With subtle cunmng, he had 
contnved to work the conversation round to the exact pomt 
where ne wanted it His love, de^ though it was, had nevo: 
bhnded him to the fact that what the modem young woman 
needed, for the disaphne of her soul, was to be properly scored 
off and put m her place from time to time 
“You will doubdess be surprised to learn,” he said with qmet 
satefecQon, “that a case of that very nature has come undo: my 
own personal notice I allude to IVIr Weatherby, who has just 
leftus” 

“I suppose he’s the son of a Duke, who gave btm the push for 
not marrying the girl he had picked out for him?” 

“He did not specify a Duke — ^he merely referred to a titled 
father— but that, subsmually, was the story he told ” 

“He was pulhng your 1<5 ” 

“Not at aU 1 had spottai already that he was no ordinary valet 
You should have seen him turning up his nose at his room and 
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insisting on something more hke what he’d been accustomed to ” 
“What cheek’ Didn’t you tell him off?” 

“Certainly not I wouldn’t have taken the hberty ” 

Miss Pym polished a glass, dension m every flick of the doth 
“And Aen, of course, he tried to borrow money from you>” 
“On the contrary, he tipped me ten pounds A httle more of 
that sort of thmg, and I’ll have enough saved to buy that pub I’ve 
got my eye on, and we’ll be able to put up the h arms ” 

Miss had lowered the glass There was horror m her eyes 
“Ten pounds^” 

“Ten pounds ” 

“Ten pounds^” 

“I thought you’d be surprised ” 

“Surpnsed^ I’m scared stiff I suppose you know what this 
fdlow 18^” 

“Is he a crook, too’”’ 

“Of course he is He must be Don’t you ever go to the pic- 
tures” He’s one of these gangsters that’s just pulled off a big thing 
and IS using the HaU as a hide-out Where would a chap whose 
father had bunged him out get ten poundses to up people with”” 
Chibnall frowned He did not hke this feverish imaginatton of 
hers He thought it unwholesome 
“Pooh'” he said 

“Pooh to you'” said Miss Pym “Oh, well, I don’t suppose 
there’s a hope of opening your eyes to the revues of life, but 
everybody except you knows that that sort of thing is happening 
all the time You read your Nms of the World, don’t you” You’ve 
heard of May&ir Men, haven’t you? But you can talk to some 
people nil you’re blue m the face ” 

“Don’t you go getting blue m the face It wouldn’t suit you 
Oh, well,” said C&bnaU, looking at his watch, “back to the old 
job, I suppose You’ll be round for tea to-morrow”” 

The question was purdy a pafimctory one To-morrow was 
Miss Pym’s afternoon off, and on these occasions she always came 
to his pantry for a cosy cup of tea To his amazement, she was 
evasive 

“I’ll rmg you up ” 

"How do you mean, ring me up?” 

“Just possibly” said Miss Pym, who had been deqily piqued 
by her loved one’s scqpttcBm, “that I may be ei^ged ” 

The butler froze 
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‘‘Ohj very well/’ he said aloofly “If I’m not m> leave a message ” 

He stalked out, hurt and offended As he made his way along 
the road, ^ those old doubts which Joss’s soothing reasoning had 
dispelled came back to gnaw at his heart The image of that com- 
meraal traveller rose before his eyes In speakmg of this butler, 
we must speak of one that loved not wisely but too well, of one 
n<?t easily jealous, but bemg wrought perplexed m the extreme 
Dark suspicions came floodmg m on Sidney ChibnaU as he walked, 
and he writhed freely 

Mr Duff, meanwhile, was approachmg Clames Hall 

In the hght of what has been said about his apprehensions 
concemmg a chance meetmg with Mrs Chavender, it might 
seem that a madness had fallen upon this ham-distnbutor, robbing 
him of his usual calm judgment But he had the situation well m 
hand It was not his mtention to penetrate to the Hall’s front 
door— he was not so reckless as diat — ^he merely intended to 
prowl about m the vicimty on the chance of getting a word with 
Lord Holbeton 

He was mtensely anxious to estabhsh contact with that young 
man at the first possible moment, m order to learn from him how 
prospects looked for an early dehvery of the portrait The sooner 
he could get away from the Rose and Crown, whose ecentric 
cookmg had already begun to give him the feehng that smister 
thmgs were happemng mside him, the better he would be pleased 

The distance from the inn door to lie mam entrance of the 
Hall was just imder a mile, and he had covered the greater part of 
It when he perceived that this was his lucky mornmg Just ahead 
of him, turmng m at the gate, was the very man he sought Though 
not fond of active exerase, he broke mto a clumsy gallop, at the 
same time shoutmg that favourite word of his — “Iley*” 

It was m order to ponder over the fixture ihst Lord Holbeton 
had gone for his sohtary walk He found m this future much food 
for meditation 

Sally, m assigmng to him the task of snippmg portrats out 
their frames m a house where he was^an honoured guest, 
seemed to take if for granted that he would leap at it without 
hesitation He found himself unable to share her sunny enthusi- 
asm 

All crooners are nervous men— -the twiddly bits seem to affect 
their moral stamina — ^and Lord Holbeton was no exception Only 
the reflection of how much he needed the money had enabled him 
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even to contemplate the venture as a possibility And the more he 
contemplated it, the less of a possibihty did it seem As he started 
to walk up the drive, he had just begun to toy vpith the thought of 
what womd happen if Mrs Steptoe caught him m the act 
The shout and the sound of pursumg footsteps in his rear 
came to him, consequently, at a momoit when he was not feeling 
at the peak of his form He turned, and was aware of a densely 
moustached stranger gallopmg up, shoutmg “Hey'” 

The attitude of people towards densdy moustached str ang ers 
who are galloping up, shouting “Hey'” vanes a good d^ 
acoirdmg to the mdividual Joss Weatherby m such circumstances 
would have stood his ground and mvesugated the phenomenon 
So, probably, would Napoleon, Joe Louis and Attila the Hun 
Lord Holbeton was made of more neurotic stuff The spectacle, 
actmg upon his already enfeebled morale, was too much for him 
Directmg at the other a smgle horrified glance, he was off up the 
dnve with a bnskness which would have put him immediately 
out of range of anythmg that was not a jack rabbit And even a 
jack rabbit would have been extended 
J B Duff gave up the chase, and came to a hali^ panting He 
mopped his forehead, and broken words, unworthy of a leading 
provision merchant, fell &om bis trembling hps 
He fdt profoundly discouraged He had never thought highly 
of Lord Holbeton as an agent, and this extraordinary behaviour 
on his part convmced him that the fellow was a broken reed Like 
so many heavily moustached men, Mr Duff was unaware of the 
spirittral shock, akm to that expenmced by Macbeth on witnes- 
sing the approach of the forest of Dunsmane, which the fiingus 
had on nervous persons who saw it suddmly on its way toward? 
them All he fdt was that m hoping that a total loss like the 
sprmter who had just left him would be capable of the dashmg 
act of purloining Ae Chavender portrait, he had been guiity of 
wishfiil thmking of the worst type 
Yet, fading bm, to whom could he look for assistance^ 

Just when it was that a voice whispered m his ear that homdy 
saw “ If you want a thing well done, db IT y»i'"'sdft” he could not 
have said One moment, the idea was not there, the next it was, 
and he was examuung it carefully with £ growmg feding that he 
had got something 

It IS possibleb however, that he mi^ have been unable to 
screw Im courage to the sticking point, had there not come alcmg 
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at this moment &om the direction of the house a two-seater car, 
rfintaining m addition to the very pretty girl at the wheel, m whom 
he recognized his visitor of yester^y, two passengers, one human, 
the o&er camne Mrs Chavender’s Pekmese, Patncia, had 
woken up that mommg a httle below par, and Sally was driving 
her and it to the veterinary surgeon m Lewes 
Mrs Chavender gave Mr Dtcff an unmterested glance m 
passmg, evidently talmg him for just another of the strange feuna 
winch are always dnftmg up and down the dnves of coimtry 
houses He, on his side, gasped qmckly and reeled a htde, hke an 
Affacan explorer who sees a rhinocCTos pass by without having 
had Its attention drawn to him The luck of the Duffe, he felt, 
was m the ascendant The coast was now dear, and he could carry 
on with an easy nund 

Ten mmutes later, after one or two false starts, he had located 
the breakfast-room, and was peenng through its open French 
wmdows at the fireplace and what hung above it 
Even now, though twenty-four hours had ^psed smce they 
had had their httle unpleasantness, Mr Duff’s feelings towards 
Joss Weatherby were not cordial The desire to skm hun snll 
fingered But he had to admit that the young hound, m pamtmg 
that portrait, had done a good job It was all he had said it was, 
and more, and It drew Mr Dufffike a magnet He was inside the 
room, creepmg across the floor like a leopard, when his concen- 
tration was disturbed by the falling on his shoulder of a heavy 
hand, and he found himself gazing mto the eyes of an enormous 
man with a squashed nose and ears tlmt seemed to be set at 
nght angles to his singularly unprepossessing face 
“What’s the idea?” enquired this pason 
Air Duff’s hearty which had been tJasbing about m his mouth 
like an imprisoned rabbit, returned slowly to its base He swal- 
lowed once or twice^ and his moustadhe trembled gaitly, like a 
field of daffodils stirred by a Alarch wmd 
“It’s all nght,” he said ingratiatmgjy 

He had endeavoured to mject mto the words aH the rbnrm of 
which he was capable, and it was with a pang that he saw that his 
efert had been wasted 

“You go spit up a rope,” retorted his companion “It’s not all 
nght What you domg m my house?” 

“Are you Mr Steptod” 

“lam” 
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‘'Nor me FU go fetch one,” said Mr Steptoe^j and bounding 
to the door checked himself just m time to avoid a colhsion with 
the lady of the house He recovered his balance, which he had 
lost by trippmg over his large feet, a constant habit of his 
pugilistic days and one which had done much to prevent him 
rismg to great heights in his profession “Oh, hello, honey,” he 
said, gigglmg girhshly “Meet Mr Duff” 

It seemed to Mr Duff, as it would have seemed to any 
sensitive man, that at this woman’s entrance a chill had crept mto 
the warmth of the summer day He fingered his moustache 
nervously 

Mrs Steptoe’s eyes were roammg over his person with a 
distressmg effect on his equammity They were at then coldest 
and hardest Like her husband, she could put two and two 
together, and she found no difficulty m accounting for Mr 
Duff’s presence He had come, she concluded, to plead m person 
for the boon which had been demed him over the telephone 
Her hps tightened She disapproved of these follow-up cam- 
paigns When she aimounced a deasion, she hked to have it 
accepted 
“Duff?” 

“I spoke to you on the telephone yesterday, Mrs Steptoe ” 

“Yes And I have nothing to add to what I said then The 
portrait is not for sale Howard, show Mr Duff out ” 

“Yes, honey ” 

In the aspect of the two men, as they shambled through the 
French windows, there was a crushed defeatism which would 
have remmded Napoleon, had he been present, of the old days 
at Moscow Neither spoke until they were out of sight and heanng 
of the room they had left Then Air Steptoe producmg a hand- 
kerchief, and passmg it over his brow, said “Cheese^” adding the 
words “No dice^” 

“Brother,” he went on, clarifying his meanmg beyond all 
chance of misunderstandmg, “it’s off*” 

“What*” 

“It’s cold” 

“You mean you won’t get it?” 

“I haven’t the nerve ^ 

“Think of the money,” pleaded Air Duff 
Mr Stqptoe was thmkmg of the money, and it was as if wild 
cats were dawing his vitals His face was drawn with anguish 
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Then, abruptly, it brightened, and Mr Duff, startled by his 
sudden look of animation, wondered what had caused it It 
seemed absurd to suppose that the other had had an idea, yet 
somethmg was unmistakably stirring behind that concrete 
brow 

“Oi'” cried Mr Steptoe 
“Yes?” said Mr Duff “Yes?” 

“Listen What’s that thing fellows have to have? You know, 
when they’re up agamst a stiff proposition and get cold feet ” 
“Gnt>” 

“Something to give them gnt Moral support' That’s it If I’m 
to put this deal through, I got to have mord support And I know 
where to get it My new valet We’ll brmg him m on this ” 
“Your valet?” 

“Wait, till you see him He’s a wonder Qime along to the 
stable yard and we’ll put it up to bun He’s waitmg there to give 
me a craps lesson ” 

Joss was not only waiting, but gettmg nred of waitmg He was, 
mdeed, on the pomt of giving his pupil up and leaving m dudgeon, 
when he observed him approaching And with him, he saw with 
surpnse, was the moustached stranger of the inn who had 
remmd^ him of something he had seen m a mghtmare 
And now that the latter was dose enough to be examined m 
detail, recogmnon came 
«J B I” 

“Weathorby'” 

“Well, for Pete’s sak^” said Mr Steptoe, marvelhng “Do 
you guys know each other?” 

“Do we know each other^” said Joss “Why, I look on 
J B Duff as a grandfether Who ran to catch me when I fdl, 
and would some pretty story tell and kiss the place to make it 
wdlM B Duff” 

“Well, say, that’s swell,” said Mr Steptoe “If you’re that 
way, there’s no need for me to hang around, explaining things 
I’m going to go get me a htde drmk. I kind of need it ” 

IBs dqiarture was scarcely noticed Joss was staring at Mr 
Duff Mr Duff was stanng at Joss 
‘Weaiherby!” gasped Mr Duff, at Itogth ‘What the devil 
are you doing herd” 

There was a stem look on Joss’s fece 

“Don’t go mto side issues, JB,” he said “I demand an 
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explaiiaaon Of the growth on the upper hp,” he added “It’s 
fnghtM Ghastly” 

“Never mind ” 

“There must be a certain code m these matters Either a man 
IS Grover Whalen or he is not Grover Whalen If he is not, he 
has no nght to wear a moustache hke that ” 

“Never nund about my moustache I asked you what you were 
doing here ” 

Joss raised his eyebrows 

“My dear J B , when you madly dispensed with my services, 
you surely did not expect that a man of my gifts would be out of 
employment long^ I was snapped up immediately I have a sort 
of general commission to look after thmgs here You might call 
me the Games Hall Fuhrer ” 

“Steptoe said you were his valet ” 

“Yes, that’s another way of putting it ” 

“There’s something behmd this ” 

“I see It’s hopeless to try to conceal an5rthmg from one of your 
penetration If you really want to know, J B , I took on the job 
so that I could be with Miss Fairmile You may possibly recall 
that I spoke of her with some warmth at our last meetmg Smce 
then my feelmgs have, if such a thmg were possible, deepened 
If you would hke it m words of one syllable, J B , I’m m love ” 
“Oh>” 

“A rather chilly comment on a great romance, but let it go 
And now about the moustache Explam fully, if you please ” 
Mr Duff had begun to see that all things were workmg 
together for good 

“Listen,” he said “Do you want your job back^” 

“I am prepared to hear what you have to say on the pomt ” 
“Then hsten,” said Mr Duff 
Mr Steptoe reappeared, looking refreshed 
“Told hm?” he askal 

“I was just gomg to,” said Mr Duff “Listen ” 

“List^a,” said Mr Steptoe 

“Now I’ve got It,” said Joss “You want me to hsten Why 
didn’t you say so before^” 

He stood m thoughtfid silence^ while Mr Duff placed the facts 
in tie case before him 
“Well?” said Mr Steptoe 
“I heg your pardon^ You spoke?” 
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“Will you?” 

“WiU I what? Oh, pinch the portrait^ Of course, of course 
I’m sorry I was distrait I was just wondering how J B gets ks 
food past that zareba I suppose it works on a hmge, or some- 
thing Yes, of course, I shall be dehghted ” 

“When? To-mght?” 

“To-mght’s the mght,” said Joss “And now away with 
tnviahties Take these bones, Steptoe, and I’ll show you how to 
roll them nght ” 



N ight had fallen on Claines Hall^ terminating a day which 
had been fraught with no httle interest for many of those 
benea& its roof But to only a hmited number of these had it 
brought restful slumber Lord Holbeton was awake Chibnall 
was awake Mr Steptoe was awake Joss was awake Airs 
Chavender^ also, had found it impossible to start getting her eight 
hours 

As a ruka this masterful woman shared with Napoleon the 
abihty to sleep the moment the head touched the piUow Others 
might count sheep, but she had no need for such adventitious 
aids to repose She just creamed her face, basketed her Pekmese, 
chmbed mto bed, switched the hght out and there she 
was 

Yet to-mght she lay wakeful 

Ever since her return from Brighton, there had been noticeable 
m Mis Chavender’s manner a strange moodmess There was not 
a great deal of rolhckmg gaiety at Clames Hall, but from what 
there was she had held herself aloof And if an observer could 
have seen her now, as she lay starmg into the darkness, he would 
have remarked that this moodmess still prevailed 
It was as she heaved a weary sigh and fell to wondermg 
whether to get up and go to the library for the book which she 
had been reading after dmner or to stay where she was and give 
the sandman another chance, that a famt whoofle from the 
direction of the door and a scratchmg of dehcate paws on the 
woodwork told her that Patnaa, her Peke, was up and about and 
wished to leave the room 

''‘Okay,” said Mrs Chavender, rather pleased that the problem 
had been settled for her “Jt*st a minute Hold the hne ” 

She turned on the hght, and rose and donned a dressmg-gown 
“Grass^” she said ^ 

The Peke nodded briefly 

‘T thought as much,” said Mrs Chavender A shght disorder 
of the digestive tract, due to a surfeit of cheese, had been the 
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cause of that visit to the vet, and on these occasions the ttnmh 
chum was apt to want to head for the lawn and nibble 

The French windows of the breakfast-room suggested them- 
sdves as the quickest way to the great outdoors She proceeded 
thither and tliew back lie heavy curtains The cool fragrance 
of the mght, pourmg m, seemed to bring momentary relief from 
the cares which were gnawmg at her 

“There you are,” she said “Push along and help yoursdf 
You’ll find me m the hbrary ” 

Patnaa pottered out, and for some mmutes roamed the dewy 
lawn, snif^ at this blade of grass and that hke a connoisseur 
savouring nval vmtages of brandy Presently she found some 
excellent stuff, and became absorbed m it Perhaps a quarter of 
an hour passed before she was at hberty to turn her attention 
dsewhere When she did, she beheld a sight which brought her 
up with a sharp turn She looked agam, to make sure ^t she 
lad not been mistaken But her eyes had not deceived her The 
hght m the breakfiist-room was on, and a man was standmg m 
the wmdow He remamed there for an mstanl^ then drew the 
curtains 

Patnaa stood staring She was uncertam what to make of this 
It might be all nght, or it might not be all right Time alone 
could tell Off-hand, she was mchned to think it fishy 

Lord Holbeton, having drawn the curtains, took a fcmfe from 
the pocket of his dressmg-gown, and walked to the firqilace 
There for a while he stood, exchanging glances with the portrait 
which hung above it 

It was m no mood of gay advaiture that Lord Holbeton had 
embarked upon this midnig ht taid He defimtely did not hke 
tie job. Sally had uiged him to it with gulish eagerness, but if 
It h^ been merdy a question of oblgmg SaUy, he would have 
been m bed The motivating force behmd his acuons was the 
lust for gold 

Pondering over that disturbmg encounta: m the dnv^ he had 
suddenly realized that the moustached stranger must have been 
Mr Diif, whom he knew to be established at the local inn, and 
he wse able to understand now why Mr Duff had shouted 
“Hejr*” and come charging up at the dofcble Obviously, he had 
been anxious for a conference It was the thought of how he had 
avoided that conference and an accurate estimate of what the 
effects of that avoidance on his always rather easily armoyed 
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trustee would be that had spurred Lord Holbeton on to take 
action Only by securing the portrait and dehvenng it at the 
earhest possible moment could he hope to wipe out the bad 
impression he must have made and bring the other to a frame 
of mind where he would reach for his fountam-pen and start 
wntmg cheques 

That was what had made him creep to the breakfast-room in 
the watches of the mght But it would not make him hke it 
OdcQy enough, the discovery that the wmdow was open had 
not caused him any additional concern The inference he drew 
was not that others beside himself were abroad m the darkness, 
but that whoever was supposed to lock up had been neghgent 
As a matter of fact, he had been mtendmg to open it himself for 
Sally, showmg an easy famiharity with cnmmal procedure which 
he pnvately felt a reaUy nice girl should not have possessed, had 
impressed it upon him that this must be made to look hke an 
outside job 

He wrenched his gaze from that of the portrait, which he was 
begmmng to find hypnotic, and opened his knife If ’twere done, 
he felt, then ^twere well ’twere done quickly 
At this moment, the door flew open and there entered at a 
bnsk pace a gentleman with a battle-axe He advanced upon Lord 
Holbeton hke a Damsh warrior of the old school conung ashore 
from his galley, and the latter, droppmg the kmfe, made an 
energetic attempt to get through the wall backwards Not even 
on the occasion when he had called upon Air Dujf and asked him 
for a thousand pounds so that he could go to Italy and have his 
voice tramed had he been consaous of so urgent a desire to be 
elsewhere 

His dismtegration was, however, only momentary, A second 
glance showed him that the martial figure was merdy Chibnall 
Chibnall, hke Mrs Chavender, had found himself unable on 
retinng for the mght to fall mto a refreshmg slumber Airily, even 
mockmgly, though he had received them at the time, Miss Pym*s 
alarmist dieones regardmg Joss Weatherby had been smkmg in 
throughout the day, and bedtime found him so entuely con- 
verted to them that sleep was out of the question 
Her remorseless reascAmg had had its effea Odd, he felt, that 
he had not spotted for himself that palpable flaw in the new 
valef $ story, to which she had direct^ his attention A young 
fellow, gettmg the bird from his fa±er, gets it good and proper 
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The father, just before administering the boot, does not say ^‘Oh, 
by the way, you will be needing cash for expenses Take these 
few hundreds ” Where, then, as Miss Pym had asked, had Joss 
obtamed the money m which he rolled^ 

And that stuff about Mayfair Men That made you think a bit 
Suave, presentable chaps they were, he had always been given to 
understand — ^just hke tins Weatherby 
At tile moment when Lord Holbeton was entermg the breakfast- 
room, Chibnall, too restless to remain between the sheets, had 
nsen from his bed and gone to the wmdow And as Claines Hall 
was an L-shaped house and his room m the smaller part of the L, 
he had been admirably placed to see the hght when it flashed on 
It confirmed his worst fears Two mmutes later, he was on the 
spot, armed with the weapon which he had picked up while 
passmg through the hall 

His disappomtment at finding Lord Holbeton was great 
"'‘Oh, if s you, m’lord^” he said dejectedly 
Lord Holbeton, though a crooner, was not without a certam 
sagaaty Some explanation of his presence would, he realized, 
be reqmred, and he had thought one up 
“I say, Clubnall, I saw a light m here ” 

‘‘SodidI,mlord’^ 

‘Tt was s^ on when I got here ” 

“Indeed, mlord>” 

“And I found the wmdow open Did you lock it no-mght> 
You did'^ Well, it was open when I arrived Odd ” 

“Very odd, m’lord ’’ 

“In feet, a bit rummy ’’ 

“Yes, mlord ” 

At tbs moment, just when their conversation promised to 
develop along mteresting Imes, it seemed to both men that the 
end of the world had suddenly come It was, as a matter of fact, 
only Patricia barkmg, but that was the impression they got 
If there was one thmg this Pekmese pnded herself on, it was 
her voice She might not be big, she might look like a section 
of hearthrug, but she could bark She was a coloratura soprano, 
who thought nothing of startmg at A m alt and going steadily 
higher, and when she went off unexpedfcdly under their feet hke 
a bomb, strong men were apt to lose their poise and skip hke 
the high hilb 

Unnl this moment, what had kept her silent was the fact that 
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the man she had seen had been inside the house, looking out, 
and not outside the house, looking in This had decided her to 
suspend judgment until she could investigate further But as she 
made for the breakfast-room she had been feelmg extremely 
dubious, and what had finally turned the scale was the sight of 
Lord Holbeton’s dressmg-gown It was of a pattern so loud and 
vivid that It seemed absurd to suppose that it could encase an 
honest man Patricia threw her head back, allowed her eyes to 
bulge to their extremest hmit and went mto a trill of acadental 
grace notes And simultaneously Mrs Chavender, m the hbrary, 
and Mrs Steptoe, m her bedroom, started up and hurried to the 
spot 

Mrs Chavender, bemg nearer, got there first, and was just m 
time to see Patriaa, a dog of action as well as words, bite Lord, 
Holbeton shrewdly o n the ankle 
The sight woke all the mother inJi ^ 

‘‘^^at do you meanT’ "sHe’ dSoanded sternly, snatchmg the 
Pekinese to her bosom, “by teasmg t he poor hMe thmg wh«i 
you know she’s not well?” ^ 

It was while Lord Holbeton was endeavourmg to select the 
most aad of the six rephes which had suggested themselves 
to him that Mrs Steptoe entered 
“What the heck^” enqmred Mrs Steptoe 
“Why, hullo, Mabel,” said Mrs Chavender “You here? 
Doesn’t anyone sleep m this jomt?” ^ 

“I shouldn’t thmk so,” said Mrs Steptoe tartly, “unless they’re 
deaf” 

“The dear old place has been a httle on the noisy side to-night,” 
admitted Mrs Chavender “Plenty of life and movement” 

“I bought there had been a murder ” 

don’t beheve blood has actually been spilled, unless Lord 
Holbeton has lost a drop or two From motives which she has 
not yet explamed to me, though I assume they were sound, 
Patnaa made a hght supper oS his ” 

“Chewed me to the bally bone,” said Lord Holbeton morosdy 
“Get hydrophobia as likely as not ” 

Mrs Steptoe address herself to the butler, appearing to 
consider m spite oS the battle-axe, the most responsible 
party present 

*^What IS all this, Chibnall?” 

“There was a light m the wmdow, madam. I saw it from my 
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room, and felt it my duty to descend and mvestigate On arrival, 
I found his lordship here He, too, had observed die light And 
he informs me that when he entered he found the wmdow open ” 
“I opened it,” said Mrs Chavender, ‘'to let Patricia out ” 
“Indeed, madam^ I was not aware of that ” 

“She wanted to go out and eat grass ” 

“I quite understand, madam ” 

“Her tummy was upset ” 

“Precisely, madam Grass m such circumstances is a recog- 
mzed specific ” 

Whether Mrs Steptoe was pleased or disappomted at this tame 
explanation of the affair, it would have been difficult to say Her 
manner, when she spoke, was brusque, but then it always tended 
to be a htde on that side 

“Well, if your dog is sure it has had all the grass it requires, 
Beatrice”, she said, “perhaps we might all go back to bed and 
try to get a little sleep ” 

Mrs Chavender mtunated that that was just what she was 
thmkmg, and Lord Holbeton said he thought so, too, addmg a 
httle frostily that this would enable him to bathe his ankle m 
cold water and get m touch with the lodme bottle, thus possibly 
saving a human hfe 
“Ste that wmdow, Chibnall ” 

‘ Wery good, madam ” 

^%ell, good mght, all,” said Mrs Chavender “No, Patnaa, 
no second helpmg ” 

She passed from the room, followed by Lord Holbeton, 
hmpmg reproachfully Patnaa gave a final shrill comment on 
the dressmg-gown before sigmng off 
Mrs Steptoe chcked her tongue impatiently ChibnaH was 
standing at the wmdow, peermg out as if rapt by the beauty of 
the mght, and she disapproved When she told butlers to close 
windows, she expected an imitation of forked hght m ng 
“Chibnall!” 

“Madam?” 

“Be qmck.” 

“Excuse me, madam ” 

“Well, what IS 11?” 

The butler had closed the wmdow and withdrawn mto the 
room There was an urgency m his manner 
“I fanaed I saw dim figures stedmg across the lawn, madam ” 
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‘Tes, roadam Two dun figures They appeared to be coming 
m this direction ” 

‘*V?hat on earth/’ asked Mrs Steptoe^ not unreasonably, 
‘‘would dim figures be domg on the lawn at this time of mgnt^” 

“Burglars, no doubt, madam If I might ” 

He moved to the switch, and the next moment the room was 
m darkness, a fact that seemed to make an unfavourable im- 
pression on Mrs Steptoe 

“You poor fish,” she cried, forgettmg m her agitation the 
respect due to butlers, “what on earth are you doing^” 

“I thought It advisable to extinguish the hght, madam, m 
order not to alarm these persons ” 

To a sentimentahst it would have seemed a kmdly, rather 
pretty thought, but the exclamation that proceeded from the 
darkness suggested that Mrs Steptoe found such consideration 
for the nervous systems of the criminal classes hypersensitive 
“I am m favour, if it can be contrived, madam, of catchmg the 
miscreants red-handed I have closed the wmdow If they break 
the glass, that will be proof of their unlawful mtentions As they 
enter the room, I will switch the hght on and confront them ” 
“Oh* I see Well, don’t let go of that battle-axe ” 

“I have It m readiness, madam If I might make the suggestion. 
It would be best if we now preserved a complete silence ” 

They did so There was a long moment of suspense Then 
somtibmg tmkled m the darkness Glass had fallen to the floor 
The hght flashed out It shone on Mr Steptoe, blmkmg, and 
behmd him Joss, whose air was one of courteous mterest 
If Joss had been aware that the idea of lendmg to the mght’s 
proceedmgs the aspect of an outside job had occurred mdepen- 
dently to Sally, he would have taken it as additional proof, if such 
were needed, that she and he were twm souls, for it was what he 
had thought of himself Mr Steptoe, a blunt, direct man, had 
been unable to see the pomt of getting out of the house merely m 
order to get mto it agam, but Joss had overruled him These 
things, he had explamed, should be done properly or not at all 
“Well*” said Airs Steptoe 
“Oh, there you are,” S3ud Joss heartily 
“Weatherby*” 

“Aiadan^ Ah, good evenmg, Chibnall,” said Joss, not wishing 
to leave hun out of the conversation 
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“What the heck do you think you’re domg^ And you, Howard,” 
demanded Mrs Steptoe, turning on her mate, “what do you 
think you*re doing^” 

It was a question which Mr Steptoe could see was prompted 
by a genume desire for information, and he was m a position to 
answer it But he shrank from domg so He seemed to swallow 
somethmg which his thorax was not quite wide enough to accom- 
modate with comfort, and cast at Joss the look of a drownmg 
man anxious to be thrown a hfe-hne 

Joss did not fail him 

“I am afraid, madam,” he said smoothly, “that I am wholly 
to blame for this untimely mtrusion Lying awake m bed )ust 
now, I happened to hear the nightmgale, and feehng that Mr 
Steptoe ought not to nuss this treat I woke him and suggested 
that he should accompany me mto the garden ” 

«Oh>” 

“Y^madam We could not see what flowers were at our feet, 
nor what soft mcense hung upon the boughs, but we managed to 
catch a glimpse of the bird, did we not, sir?” 

“Yeah,” said Mr Steptoe “It was a whopper ” 

“Qmte well-developed,” assented Joss “And vocally m 
tremendous form We hstened entranced Thou wast not made 
for death, immortal bird,’ said Mr Steptoe, and I agreed with 
him I often say that there is no melody quite hke the song of the 
mghtingale Mr Steptoe feels the same ” 

“Yesdi,” said Mr Steptoe 

“He put forward the rather mterestmg theory that this was 
quite possibly the selfsame song that found a path through the 
sad heart of Ruth when, sick for home, she stood m tears amid 
the ahen com I thought there might be something m it ” 

“Weatherby,” said Mrs Steptoe, “have you been drmkmg?” 

“Only of the Pienan fount, madam ” 

The mteilectual pressure of the conversation was becoming 
too much for Mrs Steptoe 

“All this,” she said, “doesn’t explam why you come busting 
m throng windows ” 

“In his anxiety to reach the garden, madam, Mr Steptoe 
unfortunately onutted to inke his latdhkey with him, and we 
found ourselves shut out Not wishmg to disturb the house, I 
suggested that we should make an unobtrusive entrance through a 
window ” 
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said Mrs Steptoe She stood a while in thought, then 
jerked an impei^feous hand towards the door ‘^Howard, go to 
bed” 

“Yes, honey,” said Mr Steptoe obediently, and shambled out 
His mmd was m a whirl, but there emerged from the welter one 
coherent thought Like the poet Keats on a similar occasion, he 
wanted a drmk Oh, he was saymg to himself as he mounted the 
stairs, for a beaker full of the warm South, full of the true, the 
blushftil Hippocrene, and by a smgular piece of good fortune he 
had the makings m a flask on the table beside his bed His rather 
careworn manner softened, and he sucked in his hps m pleasant 
antiapation 

“Shut that wmdow,” said Mrs Steptoe 
“Very good, madam,” said Joss 

“Though if s hardly worth while after you’ve been punching 
holes m it,” said Mrs Steptoe, and left the room stiffly 
She was surpnsed to discover, as she reached the foot of the 
stairs, that she had been accompamed by her butler, and paused 
to ascertam the reason for this mateyness on his part 
“Yes, ChibnaU^” 

“I wonder if I might speak to you for a moment, madam^” 
“You’ve picked a swell tune for chattmg I need my beauty 
sleep Well, all nght, make it snappy ” 

“It IS with reference to the young man Weatherby, madam” 
“What about him?” 

“I am not easy in my mmd about his bona fides, madam I 
find his behaviour suspicious Were you aware, madam, that 
he arnved at the Hall m his personal automobile?” 

“Did he^” 

“Yes, madam That was my reason for showmg him to the 
drawmg-room I naturally supposed him to be a guest ” 

Mrs Steptoe pursed her hps In her native California, of 
course the mcident would have b^n without significance It is a 
very impoverished valet m the Golden State who does not dash 
up to the door m his pnvate car. But m England, she knew, 
different conditions prevmled 
“Odd,” she said 

“Yes, madam It is also unusual for a young fellow in his 
position to give the butler m the establishment where he is taking 
service a present of ten pounds ” 

“Did he ^ that>” 
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“Yes, madam ” 

“H’m” 

“A suggestion which has been advanced by a fiiend of mini» 
to whom I confided the circumstances is that he is one of thpsf. 
May&ir Men who, havmg recently pulled off a tug job, is using 
the Hall for what is termed a hide-out ” 

“Nonsense ” 

“Just as you say, madam But he seems a very pecuhar valet 
to me I certainly think it would be advisable to notify the pohce, 
and have them insntute enquiries mto his antecedents ” 

“No, that’s out,” said Mrs Steptoe, deadedly Chibnall had 
j^tated her, but even m her agitation she did not lose sight of Ae 
feet that Joss, if a pecuhar— and possibly a cmnmal— valet, was 
an extremely effiaent one By what magic he had wrought the 
mirade, she could not say, but he had sent the hick Howard down 
to dinner on the previous mght lookmg not merely respectable 
but refulgent His shirt had shone hke a hghthouse, so that 
Baronets gaped at the sight of It So had his shoes And as for his 
collar and ne, they could have been used as exhibits m a lecture 
on what the smart dresser should wear It would be madness to 
put the pohce on the trail of this wonder-man 

On the odi» hand, she did not want to wake up one mn nung 
and find the place looted 

“Fm not gomg to have the house httered up with cops You 
had better watch him ” 

“Very good, madam I was about to suggest that, if the idea 
meets wifh your approval, I should pass the remainder of the 
night m the breakfast-room This would enable me to guard the 
tapestries ” 

“He can’t be after those ” 

“Th^ are extremely valuable ” 

“Yes, but if he had been trying to swipe them, would he have 
taken Mr Steptoe with him?” 

“Thare is that, of course, madam ” 

“Snll, Fm all for your spending the mght m the breakfast- 
room I don’t like leaving that broken window Snap mto it,” 

“Very good, madam ” 

In the breakfest-room, meanwhile,*' Joss, having dosed the 
window,hadbeenstandingmattainofthought What had started 
this tram of ihou^t had been the sight of die knife which Lord 
Holbeton had dropped on the floor He was at a loss to acoiunt 
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for Its presence thcrc^ but it seemed to him to come under the 
head of manna from heaven Two things are essential to the 
purioimng of a portrait from a country house— the firstj oppor- 
turnty^ the second^ some implement for removmg the thing from 
its frame He now had both 

He picked up the knife and, like Lord Holbeton, crossed to 
the fireplace There, also like Lord Holbeton, he stood gazing 
at the portrait, thmkmg-— though this Lord Holbeton had 
not done— what a remarkably good bit of work it was Then, 
brmgmg up a chair and standing on it, he was about to start 
carving, when a voice, speakmg m his rear, brought him to the 
ground as if he had been lassoed 

*‘Ah*” said the voice 

Mrs Chavender was standmg m tlie doorway 



M rs chavender’s appearance was always striking It was 
now rendered additionally so by the circumstances that 
she, hke himself, was armed to the teeth There was a large knife 
m her hand It made her look like Lady Macbeth 
Too well bred to comment on this. Joss opened the conversation 
with a civil “Good evening ” 

“We meet agam, Mrs Chavender” 

“We do, young Weatherby ” 

“You are doubtless surprised ” 

“No, I’m not Sally Fairmile told me you were here And I 

know Sh'” said Mrs Chavender, breakmg off her remarks 

“There’s someone commg ” 

“There always is m this house It’s the Claines Hall Curse ” 
“Meet me m the hbrary ” 

“Where is it^” 

“Along the passage I want to talk with you, young man Yes, 
Chibnall>” 

The butler was entermg, bowed down beneath the weight of 
blankets and piUows Though all enthusiasm to begm this vigil 
of his, he had taken time out to go to his room and collect the 
matenals for makmg himsdf as comfortable as possible 
“Mrs Steptoe desired me to pass the remamder of the mght 
in here, madW ” 

“Why on earth^” 

“One of the wmdows has become broken, madam, and Mrs 
Steptoe is uneasy about havmg it left It is possible,” said 
Chibnall darkly, “that there may be suspiaous characters 
about ” 

“Oh^ Wdl, sooner you than me Good mght ” 

“Good mght, madam ” 

Mrs Chavender sailed ftom the room, and Chtbnall looked at 
Joss coldly 
“Stdlhere?” 

“Just going Tdl me, my dear Chibnall, would you describe 
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this as one of Claines Hall’s ordinary nights^ I merely want to 
know what to expect ” 

‘Took you quite a time to close that wmdow ” 

“No, no I did it hke a flash But I was then engaged m con- 
versation by the lady who has just left us Are you really going to 
sleep m here^” 

“I am ” 

“I’ll bet you’re not You won’t get a wmk I’ve tned dossing in 
chairs myself No, what you ought to do, my dear fellow,” said 
Joss winnmgly, “is to toddle back to your htde bed and curl up 
your pmk toes Nobody will know ” 

“Thank you I prefer to do my duty ” 

“Oh^ Well, m diat case, good night ” 

“Good mght ” 

As Joss made his way to the hbrary, he was findmg the atmos- 
phere too heavily charged with mystery for comfort Chibndl 
had been mysterious So had Mrs Chavendcr Mrs Chavender’s 
mysteriousness would no doubt shortly be explained, but there 
seemed no hope of penetratmg the mscrutabflity of the butler 
At the Rose and Crown that mornmg, and nght through the day, 
ChibnaU had been all that was cordial and fhendly, and now he was 
a changed man, curt m his speech and showing a tendency to 
shoot sharp, sidelong glances Joss found it puzzlmg 
The emgmatic amtude of Chibnall, however, coifld wait The 
immediate subject on the agenda paper was the emgmatic 
attitude of Mrs Chavender It was with a lively desire for 
enhghtenment that he entered the hbrary 
“Oh, there you are,” said Mrs Chavender “Shut the door ” 
Joss shut the door 
“Sit down ” 

Joss sat down 

“Now, where were we^” said Mrs Chavender 
Joss was able to refresh her memory 

“You had begun by saymg that you were not surpnsed to find 
me on the premises because Miss Fairmile had told you I was 
here Is her name really Sally^ Capital, capital A dehghtful name 
One of my favourites It’s positively amazmg,” said Joss, warming 
to his subject, “how ever^^thmg seems to be working out, as if I 
had had it done to my specifications She’s beautiful She has a 
lovely voice And her name’s Sally Not a flaw m the set-up, as 
far as I can see ” 
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Mrs Chavender seemed perplexed 

“Would you mmd telling me what, if anything, you’re rallnna 
about?” 

“I should have mentioned,” Joss explained, “that I love this 
young Fairmile It hit me hke die kick of a mule the ins tant i saw 
her Romeo had the same expenence And Chihnall ” 

“Oh? Well, we can go mto that later ” 

“Any time that suits you,” said Joss courteously “Well, after 
saymg that you were not surpnsed to find me her^ you 
the words ‘And I know ’ At that pomt you heard rinhnqH 
coming, and switched off You never did get aroimd to trfimg me 
what It was that you knew ” 

“Well, rU tell you now I know why you’re here Jimmy Duff 
sent you to swipe that portrait ” 

“■'J^at an extraordinary idea ” 

“Is It? Well, let me tdl you I’ve had the whole story from an 
authontanve source Mrs Steptoe told me that Jimmy had 
made an offer for the thmg and she had turned him down 
And the next thmg that luppens is that you sneak mto die 
place ” 

“Not sneak I bowled up to the front door In my car ” 

“You being Jimmy’s — ^what did you say you were?” 

“Best ftiend and severest cntic?” 

“That was it Well, it’s aU pretty plain, isn’t it^ Can you beat 
it^’ said Mrs Chavender, her voice softenmg “After fifteen 
years Jimmy’s still that way about me I’m darned if I’d We 
thought he had that much sentiment m him It looks as if I’d 
been getting him wrong all this tune When you told me he wjb 
still a bachelor, I supposed he had stayed one because he hked 
It And all the time it was because he was so crazy about me that 
he couldn’t look at anybody else And the way he figures it out 
IS that, even if he has lost me, he can still have my portrait to 
remembra me by If you don’t dunk that’s sweet and lovely 
and touching and wonderful, maybe you’ll tell me what 
is” 

It was not for Joss to destroy this gossamer febnc of romanra 
with the aad-deaning fluid of trudi He nodded sympathetically 

“Yes, he’s a rare soul He ranmds Ae a htde of & Galahad 
But he didn’t send me down here At the moment when I signed 
on at Qames Hall, there existed between J B and myself a shght 
oiolness He had fired me” 
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“What did you do to him>” 

“Not a thing, excqit shng him out of his office ” 

“I don’t get this You aren’t going to tell me that when I came 
mto that room just now you weren’t starting to cut the portrait 
out of Its frame ” 

“Qmte true I was ” 

“WeU,then” 

“ButJB had got m touch with me smce my arrival here This 
affair is a lot more comphcated than 3rou thmk it All sorts of 
dark currents are running beneath the qmet surface of life at 
dames Hall May I speak confidentially?” 

“Shoot ” 

“This will go no further^” 

“Not through me ” 

“Well, then, I am actmg not only for J B , but for Air 
Steptoe ” 

“Howard Steptoe’” 

“Yes It was he who brought J B and me together He needs 
the stuff, and it was his ordinal mtention to put the deal throu^ 
by himself Fmdmg, however, that he required moral support, 
he cdled me m ” 

“Well, hsten,” said Mrs Chavender vehemently “I’m m on 
this, too I don’t mmd giving Howard Steptoe his cut, but when 
Jimmy starts paymg out, five hundred pounds has got to be ear- 
marked for me You say Howard Steptoe needs the stuff Well, 
take a look at someone else who does ” 

Joss was astounded 
“You?” 

“Me” 

“But I thought you were a milhonairess ” 

“So I was till about a ywte ago Remember the Battersby 
crash’” 

“Were you m that’” 
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“Fm afraid not ” 

“Then I’ll have to have one of my own And I hate them I 
was hopmg you might have somethmg better ” 

Joss was adjustmg his faculties to this sensational revelation 
“You’ve kept it pretty dark The servants’ hall Imows nothmg 
of this Mrs Barlow was saymg to me only this evenmg that you 
were a female creosote ” 

Mrs Chavender puffed at her cigarette m silence for a moment 
Then she showed that she was her old self again by emittmg a 
deep chuckle 

“You bet I kept it dark And I’ll tell you why You’ve met 
MabeP” 

“You mean Sally^” 

“I don’t mean Sally I mean Mabel Mabel Steptoe ” 

“Oh;» Mrs Steptoe^ Yes^ of course A delightful woman She 
held me spellbound with her views on Corot ” 

“Did she mention her views on poor relations?” 

“No, we didn’t get around to those ” 

“Well, keep your eye on young Sally Fairnule, and you’ll soon 
know what they are She beheves m treating them rough Talk 
about oppressed mmorities ” 

The hbrary swam before Joss 
“You mean she buUies that sweet girl?” 

“Well, she doesn’t beat her and she doesn’t starve her, but 
that’s about all you can say No, that’s not fair She’s qmte kmd 
to her really, I suppose j^t it this way Young Sally’s position 
m the home is about that of an unpaid lady’s maid ” 
“Monstrous*” 

“What name would be, if it ever came out that I was brok^ I 
don’t know A sort of female butler without portfolio, I guess 
Mabel has her pomts — I’m very fond of her — ^but she’s one of 
those women who can’t help talimg it out of the under-dog You 
daren’t let her get on top of you You’ve got to keep her under 
your thumb That’s what I’ve been domg this last year, smce I 
came to^hve with her Thank God for givmg me a curlmg hp 
and a commanding eye Not that they would be any good, ff she 
didn’t thmk I had a weak heart and all the money m the world 
and was going to hand m my dmndf-pail at any moment and 
leave my milhons to her ” 

“The woman is a ghouL” 

“No, she’s not She’s ail nght, provided you’re in a position 
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to Sit on her head And so far I have been But, oh baby, if I 
can’t raise that five hundred pounds^” 

This second mention of that specific sum mterested Joss 

“Why do you want that exact amount^” 

“It’s a debt I’ve got to pay One of these debts of honour 
And if I can’t get the money any other way, I shall have to ask 
Mabel for it, and then the whole facts about my financial position 
will come out and I shall sink to the level of a 6th-rate 
power Say, have you ever presented the prizes at a girls’ 
schooP” 

Joss said that he had never had that experience 

“Well, don’t,” said Mrs Chavender, and relapsed mto a 
pensive silence She seemed to be re-hvmg a scene which, if the 
frown on her fine forehead was to be taken as evidence, had not 
been an agreeable one Her eyes, as she drew at her cigarette, 
were clouded 

“Don’t you do it,” she said, at length “There’s something 
about the atmosphere that does somethmg to you There they 
are, and you thmk of the time when you were that age, with 
the world before you, and it’s as if you had gone on a bender and 
got fuU to the gills of vmtage champagne I presented the prizes 
at a girls’ school yesterday ” 

“Yes, I remember you tellmg me that you were gomg to You 
wanted somethmg to say to the inmates, and I suggested ‘Hullo, 
girls,’ which you seemed to feel would be inadequate Did you 
thmk of somethmg better on the way down?” 

“Did r I made the speech of a lifetime I had them tearmg 
up the seats and rollmg m the aisles ” 

“Good,” said Joss 

“Not so good,” said Mrs Chavender “Because I hadn’t the 
sense to stop there and take a bow and get off I had to go and 
ov^doit Shall I tell you what happened?” 

“I’m all agog” 

“Well, I must be^ by mentionmg that the Warden of this 
seashore Smg-Smg, m her few words of introduction, had spoken 
of a new gymnasium, or some dam’ thmg, which they were 
planning to build, and had hoped that all parents would con- 
tribute generously to this^^very deserving cause, as the school 
expected to be punched in the pocket-book for at least two 
thousand of the best and bnghtest She then said that Mrs 
Chavender would now address you on Ideals and the Future Life, 
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and I spat out my lozenge and advanced to the foothghts And, 
as I say, I wowed them And then, when the applause had died 
down and I could hear myself speak, I heard myself speak And 
do you know what I was saymg^ I was saying that I would give 
five hundred pounds toward Sieir blasted gymnasium, if three 
others would do the same ” 

“Ah’” said Joss 

“You may well say ‘Ah’’ Mark you, even though my eloquence 
had reduced me to a condition where I could have walked 
straight mto any Inebriates’ Home and no questions asked, I 
tiiought I was playmg it pretty safe I remembered the gloomy 
silaice which had greeted that gag about contnbuting generously, 
and while the room re-echoed to the salvos of applause and lie 
dust went up firom the stamping of six hundred girhsh feet, I 
kept saying to myself ‘AH may yet be well, old sport I thmk so 
I hope so ’ And would you beheve it, a couple a mmutes later 
two mtwits with criminal faces had sprung forward with tears 
m their eyes, shoutmg that they were with me And a moment 
later another certifiable idiot had said the same So there I was 
The best I could do, which wasn’t much, was to say I had left 
my cheque-book at home, but that they would hear from me m 
due course So now, young Weadierby, you know why I want 
five hundred pounds ” 

Hct admirably dear exposition of the facts had left Joss m no 
doubt on that pomt 

“You must certainly have it,” he said “As I see ii^ we form 
a syndicate About how much do you think J B would go 
to?” 

“Apparently Mabd didn’t let hun get as far as talking figures , 
But I thmk a thousand pounds would be cheap m the circum- 
stances, don’t you?” 

“Dirt cheap An absolutdy authentic Weatherby — ^his Palm 
Beadi penod— should fetch that, and more ” 

“Would five hundred be enough for you and Howard Steptde 
to sphl?” 

“Don’t worry about me I don’t come m on the mon^ end 
of It What I irant is my job back, or possibly I may stand out 
for being made head of the Art Department I shall have to thmk 
It over” 

“Pd stand out” 

“Yes, perhaps I will I’m not thinking of mysdf It would be 



QUICK SERVICE 97 

such a grand thing for the firm to have a head of the Art D^art- 
ment hke me ” 

“Then what’s the procedure’” Do t run up to London and 
see Jimmy’” 

“He’s at the mn at Loose Chippmgs ” 

“That’s convMuent I’ll look m there ” 

“And now to form a plan of campaign How do we act for the 
best’ It’s not going to be easy Did you notice anything about 
r.hibnall )USt now’” 

“His pyjamas’” 

“Noj though I agree that they were stnking Somehow one 
always pictures a butler m a mghtshirt I was referring to his 
manner I didn’t hke It He’s stopped calling me ‘Sir ’ Also, his 
eys was cold ” 

“You thmk he suspects’” 

“I’m convmced of it ” 

“You can outsmart him Just choose a time when he isn’t 
prowling And I’ll tdl you when that’ll be Durmg the garden 
party” 

“Of course I suppose a buder has to butde hke nobod 3 r’s 
busmess during a ^den party ” 

“He won’t have a free mmute And there’s another thmg All 
the nobihty and gentry for miles around will be at the garden 
party The place will become practically a thieves’ htchen This 
will distnbute suspiaon ” 

“You thin k of everythmg ” 

From somewhere m the distance there sounded a shrill, 
impatient bark Mrs Chavendo: rose humedly 
“I must go That’s Patnoa what-the-hellmg She doesn’t hke 
being left alone ” 

“Your blooiUiound’” 

“My Peke, God bless her ” 

“Is that the one Miss Fairmile brushes’” 

"It’s one of the ones she brushes She’s an adnurable dog- 
brusher Tactful and soothing All ngh^ my angel rabbit, 
Mother’s commg By the way,” said Ate Ghavender, 
pausing at the door, “id <1 understand you to say you loved 
Safly’” 

“That’s E^ht ” 

“Well, I don’t know how it’s going to affect your pkns, but 
she told me this morning, when we were dnvitg to Lewes, that 
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she was engaged to this Lord Holbeton you may have seen 
pottenng about the place M right, all right, all right,” said 
Mrs Chavender, as the imperious summons sounded once more 
from above, “Fm commg, I teU you The way these darned 
Pekes keep you on the jump, you’d think they thought you went 
around m spiked shoes and r unnin g shorts ” 



* 13 * 

I T was not until late on the following morning that Sally learned 
from Lord Holbeton of the stirring domgs which had en- 
hvened the watches of the previous mght She had breakfasted 
early and he, nature havmg taken its toll of the tired frame, had 
breakfasted late He found her eventually m the stable yard, 
preparing to set out for London in the two-seater, and proceeded 
to pour forth his tale, onuttmg no detail, however shght In 
particular, he stressed more than was perhaps actually essential 
what might be termed the Pekmese motif Women love men for 
the dangers they have passed, but Sally could not help feeling 
that there was no need for him to show her the sore place on his 
leg three times 

Havmg already observed that the portrait of Mrs Chavender 
was stiU m its frame, she had of course been prepared for a record 
of failure, and she was fair-mmded enough, now that the arcum- 
stances had been placed before her, to recognize that the failure 
had been an honourable one A man can but do his best, and in 
enterpnses of the type which her betrothed had undertaken 
pnvacy is the first essential She qmte realized that he could 
not have been expected to operate successfully with butlers 
poppmg m all the time 

Nevertheless, though she toed to fight agamst it, she could not 
check a certam sense of disappomtment Perhaps it was that other 
story which he had told her yesterday, of his race for life m the 
drive, that coloured her view At any rate, she was left with the 
feeling, coming to her now for the first time and givmg her an 
uncomfortable shock as if scales had fallen from her eyes, that 
Lord Holbeton, though svelte and willowy and unquestionably 
good at smgmg TreeSy was not quite the man she had thought 
him ‘"'Feet of clay’’ was the distasteful phrase that forced itself 
on the mind 

Havmg sympathized with her loved one’s sore leg and dechned, 
though coriaUy mvited to do so, to look at it for the fourth nme, 
she apphed herself to the problem of what was to be done next 

99 



100 QUICK SERVICE 

Her immediate impulse was to seek out Mr Duff and make a 
report After that unfortunate affair m the drive^ she felt^ he must 
be needmg reassurance that his mterests were bemg looked after 
But her time was not her own Mrs Steptoe havmg suddenly 
decided that m the matter of extra help for the garden party it 
would be madness to trust to local tdent, she was bemg dis- 
patched to London to engage metropohtan waiters, hard-bitten 
and experienced veterans who could be rehed on 

The quest for these occupied the whole of the early afternoon, 
and the hands of the church dock were pomtmg to half-past 
four as she entered Loose Chippmgs on her homeward journey 
And she was just speculating on the chances of Mr Duff bemg 
at the Rose and Crown at ffus hour, when she saw him m the 
High Street He was standmg m a sort of trance, stanng at the 
statue of the late Anthony Briggs 

To those who find themselves marooned m Loose Chippmgs, 
about the only thmg offered m the way of mental stimulus is 3ie 
privilege of lookmg at the statue erected by a few fhends and 
admirers to the memory of the late Anthony Briggs, J P , for 
many years Parhamentary representative for the local division 
You can walk up the High Street and look at it from the front, 
or you can walk down the High Street and look at it from the 
back (By standmg m the midcSe of the High Street you can also 
look at It sideways, but this is a techmcahty which need not 
detamus) 

Mr Duff at the moment was lookmg at it from the front, but 
without any sensation of uplift Even if you are mterested m 
statues of members of Parhament, their fascmation tends to relax 
Its gnp after you have seen them forty or fifty tunes For Mr 
Duff, the late Anthony Bnggs had de&utely lost his magic He 
was also feelmg that he had seen all that he wanted to of Loose 
Chippmgs 

And he was just thmkmg what a real pleasure it would be to 
touch off a suck of dynamite under the late Anthony Briggs and — 
more generally—that it would be all right with him if the entire 
town of Loose Chippmgs were to be submerged m molten lava 
like the Qties of the Plam, when he heard his name called by a 
feminine voice, and the hideous tlfeught that it was Mrs 
Chavender who had spoken brought him out of his meditations, 
quivering m every hmb 

^*Oh, if s you^” he said, relieved 
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*'Can I talk to yona Mr DuEP” said Sally 
‘‘Sure/* said Mr Duff He did not like talking to girls^ but it 
was something to do 
“Will you give me some tea^” 

“If you hke ** 

“There’s a place just along here The Gardenia ” 

Mr Duff was famihar wiffi it, or at least with its extenor 
The Gardema Tea Shoppe stood almost immediately opposite 
the Rose and Crown, and many a time had he shied hke a st^ed 
horse at the sight of the tiers of disgusting, bihous-lookmg pastry 
displayed m its wmdow Left to himself, he would have avoided 
an estabhshment the mere appearance of which made him feel 
that his mdigestion was commg on agam, but he supposed that 
if his compamon wanted to go there, he must humour her He 
chmbed into the car, and they drove off 
Like all Tea Shoppes m Enghsh country towns, the Gardema 
was hermetically sealed No crevice in its walls allowed fresh air 
to steal m and dilute its pecuhar atmosphere A warm, sickly 
scent of buns and cake and hot bread and chocolate seemed to 
Mr Duff to twme itself about him as he entered, and he closed 
his eyes with a famt shudder Coming back to this world after 
an mterval of semi-consaousness^ he found that the ladyhke 
waitress had set their repast before them 
“I ordered buns/’ said Sally, who had the healthy appetite of 
youth “Do you hke buns^” 

“I do not hke buns,” said Mr Duff 
“Tm sorry Some fancy cakes, please ” 

“Fancy cakes, right,” said the ladyhke waitress 
“Couldn’t touch ’em,” moaned Mr Duff 
“Oh, but you must,” urged Sally, “now they’re here I can’t 
eat alone Just one” 

“Well, one,” said Mr Duff weakly “You hke to hear what 
this is gomg to do to me^ Just gomg to kill me, that’s all ” 

He pick^ feebly at the gruesome lump of cream and pastry 
which had been placed before him then, catchmg the waitress’s 
eye, attacked it with more animation She was a tall, severe young 
woman with pmce-nez, and there was somethmg about bar that 
remmded ham of a strong-willed nurse of childhood days who 
had always made him ^t his fat 
They sat for some moments m silence Sally, though consumed 
with curiosity about the moustache^, forbore to make any reference 
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to It Deadmg that it was one of those pamM disfigurements 
to which one cannot allude^ she fiimshed her tea and came to 
busmess 

“Well,’’ she said brightly, for she haa determmed to be bright, 
“I suppose you are wondering what has been happenmg?” 

Mr Duff, before replymg, sent a questmg tongue m search of 
a piece of the fancy cake which had adhered to the outskirts of 
the fohage He secured it at length, but the struggle had been a 
hard one and had deepened the moroseness of his mood 
“I know what’s been happemng,” he said, with a snort 
“That young loafer you say you want to marry has been runmng 
hke a rabbit every time I get near him ” 

“Yes, he told me about that But, you see 

“Tve said it before, and I’ll say it agam If George Holbeton 
had two ounces more brain, )ust two ounces more, he would be 
half-witted The poor wet smack*” 

Not for the first tune, Sally foimd this man’s conversation an 
irritant 

“Don’t call him a poor wet smack*” 

“If you only knew what I’d hke to call him ” 

“Of course he ran away Who wouldn’t, with people boimdmg 
out at him on every side with false moustaches on^ He thought 
you were a homiadal mamac George is very high-strung ” 
“You couldn’t strmg him too high for me ” 

Sally was silent for a space Prudence had whispered to her 
that It were wiser not to say what she would have hked to say 
Whatever his spiritual defects, J B Duff was the man who 
signed the cheques, and must at all costs be conciliated She 
wrestled with her better self, and finally succeeded m bnngmg 
It to the surface by the scruff of its neck 
“Well, anyway,” she said, with the stramed sweetn^s of a girl 
of spirit who IS keepmg that spirit under with an effort almost 
too great for her frail strength, “he hasn’t )ust been sittmg around, 
domg nothing He’s full of zeal He had a try for the portrait 
last night ” 

“And didn’t get It, I’fl bet” 

“It wasn’t his fault The buto came m with a battle-axe He 
IS going to try again ” ^ 

“He needn’t You can tell him it’s off I’ve made other arrange- 
ments ” 

“What do you mean?” 
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“What I say Fve put the matter m other hands ” 

“Whose?” 

“Never mind ” 

Sally gave a htde jump 
“Not Mr Weatherby’s?” 

“Yes' He’s attaidmg to the whole thing ” 

Sally sat bitu^ her hp Her face was grave This, she could 
not but feel, was serious Brief though her acquamtance with 
Joss had been, she had seen enough of him to be aware that he 
would be a formidable nval 

“Now there,” proceeded Mr Duff, “is a youi^ fellow that 
amounts to somethmg I don’t say he isn’t as fresh as an Apnl 
breeze He is I don’t say I haven’t often wanted to hit him with 
a bnck I have But I do say he’s got get-up m hun Enterprise 
Resource Look,” said Mr Duff m a sort of ecstasy, “at the way 
he bounced me out of my office that time, just because he didn’t 
want me givmg him hell m front of you Quick as a flash Why 
you don’t marry him, instead of fooling around with your string 
liean of a Holbeton, beats me ” 

Sally smiled a wmtry smile 
“He hasn’t asked me ” 

“He will” 

“And, if he did, I should remmd him that we are practically 
strangers ” 

“He says he’s crazy about you ” 

“And, if that wasn’t enough, I should add that I love 
George ” 

“Now, why?” mused Mr Duff, mystified “I can’t understand 
how you get that idea I wonder if m the whole of En gland there 
is a fttter-headed chump than George Holbeton Mi^rbe Some- 
where Take a bit of finding, though ” 

It IS not often that a girl has occasion to grmd her teeth, but 
Sally did so now With a stupendous effort she once more forc^ 
herself to remain courteous Hot bettm: self had made a dive for 
freedom, but she grabbed it just in time and dragged it back 
kickmg and stru^hig 

“But, Mr Duff, you tfust be fiur If George gats the por- 
trait 

“He won’t” 

“Wdl, simposc I do?” 

“You?” 
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‘‘Yes If I dOa will you keep your promise and give George 
his money?” 

Her words had opened up new vistas to Mr Duff He saw no 
objection whatever to a htde competition A corps of assistants 
IS better than a smgle assistant Quite possibly, he reflected, this 
enterprise might be one of those thmgs which require the 
woman’s touch 

“Sure,” he said “A bargam’s a bargam ” 

“Then you can expect it to-morrow ” 

“As soon as that^” 

“To-morrow evemng, at about this time ” 

“You seem pretty certain of yourself” 

“lam” 

“Don’t forget young Weatherby will be workmg agamst you ” 
“I don’t care who’s workmg agamst me And now I must be 
gomg Mrs Steptoe is givmg a big garden party to-morrow, and 
she will be wantmg me ” 

It was m a somewhat more optimistic mood that Mr Duff left 
the Gardema Tea Shoppe and crossed the street to the Rose and 
Crown In the lounge he found Joss waitmg for him To Joss, as 
well as to Sally, it had occurred that his prmapal ought to be 
informed at an early date of the night’s domgs Mr Duff, as he 
saw It, was rather m the position of a master-mmd of the crimmal 
world directing a gang of pock-marked Mexicans, and such 
persons hke to keep m touch 

“Oh, if s you?” said Mr Duff, regardmg his young friend 
without enthusiasm The fancy cake had begun to put in its 
deadly work, and that bnef spurt of happmess had already died 
away, leavmg behmd it a leaden despondency 
Ihis despondency was not lessen^ by the fact that his com- 
pamon was lookmg as disgustingly fit and cheerful as ever In 
spite of last mghf s bit of bad news, there was nothmg of the 
heart-broken lover about Joss He was, as has been mdicated 
before, a resihent young man, and though Mrs Chavender’s 
sensational revelation had given him an unpleasant |olt at the 
moment, he had qmcHy recovered from the blow He had seen 
Lord Holbeton here and there about Ae place smce his arnval 
at dames Hall, and he declined to bdieve that a girl hke Sally 
could really love a man hke that Just one of those absurd mis- 
understandn^, he feh, over which they would have a good laug^ 
later 



QUICK SERVICE 105 

“Come to give you the latest news^ J B he said “I thought 
you would hke to have it Let’s step mto the bar parlour It’s 
quieter there^ and you look as if you could do with a quick 
shot” 

It bemg Miss Pym’s afternoon oS^ the bar parlour was bemg 
presided over by a pot-bo>j and though this robbed it of much 
of Its social ghtter. Joss was not sorry that the future Mrs 
ChibnaU was absent There are moments when one hkes to sit 
exchanging hght nothings with charming women^ others when the 
busmess note must be stressed He ordered a small draught ale 
for himself, and for his compamon, whom he saw to be m need 
of somethmg more authoritative, a double brandy and spht-soda 
This done, he dehvered his report 
“In a word,” he concluded “Fortune did not smile But you 
will be glad to learn that I propose to make another attempt 
to-morrow News may have reached you of a garden party that 
will break out at the Hall m tne afternoon That will be my hour, 
J B Not a soul around Everybody out on the lawn, swilling tea 
and suckmg down strawberries I shall be able to saunter m and 
help myself at my leisure ” 

Mr Duff seemed to thmk well of the idea It occurred to him 
that Sally, speakmg so confidently of dehvermg the portrait on 
the morrow, must dso have had m her mmd the strategic possi- 
bihties offered by a garden party 
“I suppose that’s what that girl was planning,” he said “She 
seemed pretty sure of dehvermg the goods ” 

“What girP” 

“The one you’re stuck on I’ve forgotten her name Litde 
shrimp with blue eyes ” 

Joss raised his eyebrows 

“Axe you by any chance alludmg to Miss Fairmile?” 

“That’s right Fairmile That’s the name ” 

“Then, for >our information, she is not a htde shrimp ” 

“She is, too ” 

“She IS not I’ve seen shrimps, and I’ve seen Miss Fairmile, 
and there is no resemblance whatever If what you are trying to 
say m your uncouth way^is that she is as tmy and graceful as a 
Tanagra figurine, then I am with you But this loose talk about 
shrimps must cease, and cease immediately What do you mean 
about saying she would dehver the goods^” 

“I met her just now She yoo-hooed at me from her car, and 
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we got talking She’s engaged to a fellow I’m trustee for Young 
chap named Holbeton ” 

“So I hear Dam’ silly idea, isn’t it^ Of course, she’ll have to 
break it off We can’t have that sort of thmg going on ” 

“And she said that if I would give him his money, so that they 
could get married, she would swipe that portrait for me ” 

“To which you very properly rephed that the matter was m 
the hands of your accredited agent?” 

“No, I didn’t I told her to go right ahead ” 

Joss was shocked 

“You mean you encouraged her m this mad scheme? You 
wem’t appalled at the thought of that lovely girl marrymg a bird 
who looks as if he were trying to swallow a tenms baU?” 

“Matter of fact, I told her she was a fool to have anythmg to 
do with him I said she ought to marry you ” 

“You did? Then I’m sorry I called you a louse ” 

“You didn’t ” 

“Well, I was just gomg to So you advised her to marry me, 
eh?” said Joss, laymg an affectionate hand on his compamon’s 
knee “You advised her to marry me, did you, old pal?” 

“Sooner than him,” said Mr Duff, movmg the Imee “Per- 
sonally, if I was a girl, I’d rather be dead m a ditch than marry 
either of you ” 

“Another double brandy for this gentleman,” said Joss to the 
pot-boy “And shp a shot of some htde-known Asiatic poison 
m It You’re a hard nut, J B I suppose there ts a heart of gold 
beneath that rr^ed extenor of yours, but I should require more 
than a verbal assurance on the pomt ” 

Mr Duff r^arded his glass d^ubiously 
“I don’t know if I ought to have another If I’m not m for 
one of my dyspeptic attacks, the signs have got me fooled If s 
the cooking m this jomt Passes behef You’d think they’d have 
learned to fry an ^g by now Wdl, all nght, smce if s here ” 
He sat sippmg it after Joss had left him, and his dubiousness 
increased Too late, he remembered that his medical adviser had 
warned him agamst spmts By the time Joss was neanng the Hall 
(walkmg pensively, for Mr Duff’s wor^ had given him food for 
thought), he had come defimtely to me conclusion that he had 
better go to his room and he down a while 
And he had just pushed open the mam door of the Rose and 
Crown with that end m view, when there came to his ears, speak- 
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mg from within^ a femimne voice It was fifteen years since he 
had heard it, but he had not forgotten those rich contralto notes 
“Well, when he comes back,” it was saying, “tdl him that 
Mrs Chavender called and wants to see him right away ” 

For one agelong instant, Mr Duff stood frozen m his tracks 
Then hfe returned to the ngid limbs, and he darted back mto 
the High Street, lookmg about him m a pamc for a place of refuge 
It was only too evident that this old love of his would be out 
m next to no time, and whatever haven he might select must be 
selected immediately His eye, in a fine frenzy rollmg, was caught 
by the wmdow of the Gardema Tea Shoppe across Ae way And 
so keen was the sense of peril that gnppcd him that it now seemed 
to have a kmdly and a welcommg look 
There is this to be said for Tea Shoppes, no matter how 
revoltmg to a dyspeptic man the wares m which they deal, that 
m extendmg their hospitahty they do not keep their eye on the 
clock At a bespoke tidor^s, to take an mstance at random, the 
cry is all for rapid action You dash m, bespeak your bit of 
tailormg and dash out again You can’t make it too qmck for the 
tailor If you take a seat and show signs of settlmg down for the 
evemng, he raises his eyebrows But m a Tea Shoppe you can 
huger And Mr Duff’s primary requisite was a place where he 
could huger nil the All Clear had been blown He was aaoss 
the street and through the door and pantmg in a wickerwork chair 
almost before he knew he had started 
The ladyhke waitress greeted him m surprise 
“Hello* Forgotten somethmg^” 

“Gimme some tea ” 

“Tea?” 

“And buns ” 

“Yes, sir,” said the waitress, with a new respect and approval 
m her voice There had been a time when she had looked a htde 
askance at Mr Duff, not hkmg his offhand manner towards that 
fancy cake, but now all was forgiven A man of the right sort, 
obviously She could recall no previous case of a cheat hkmg his 
meal so much that he immediatdy retumoi for another A notable 
compliment for the Gardenia’s catenng 
She went off to give the order m a m^est flutter of exatement, 
and Mr Duff with a sigh of rehef leaned back m his chair 
But even now his troubled spirit was not to be at r^t There 
spoke from behmd him a femimne voice, and he swung round. 
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blmkiDg It seemed to him that hfe this afternoon had been just 
one damned feminine voice after another 
“Why, how do you do^” said the voice, and he perceived, 
sitting at the next table, Vera Pym, the Rose and Crown’s effiaent 
barmaid 

Vera Pym had come to the Gardema Tea Shoppe to brood 
and ponder Pique at his aggravatmg behaviour had, of course, 
been partly responsible for her calhng Chibnall up on the tele- 
phone that mormng and regrettmg her mabihty to take tea wiA 
him m his pantry owmg to an unfortunate previous engagemait, 
but m any case she would have preferred to be alone She wanted 
to give her whole mind to the problem of Mr Duff’s moustache 
There must, she fdt, if she thought long enough, be some way 
of (hscovermg once and for aU if it was false or genume 
His abrupt mcursion had for an instant alarmed her Then she 
had fought down her momentary pamc with a barmaid’s splendicl 
resolution There is good stuff m Bntam’s barmaids, and the 
Motherland pomts at them with justifiable pnde This, she told 
herself, was just what a conscientious mvestigator would have 
wished to happen To fraternize as much as possible with sus- 
pects, thus lullmg them to a false secunty and learning their 
secrets, is the aim of every detective whose heart is really m his 
work 

So she said “Why, how do you do?” and tned not to shudder 
The moustache, seen cdose to, looked more viUamous than ever, 
and m adchnon to this the man’s features were workmg violently, 
as if m almost ungovernable rage As always when m the presence 
of the other sex, Mr Duff had started makmg frees 
“Well, you’re just m tune to give me tea,” she said, with the 
brighmess which her professional training enabled her to put 
at will like a garment “Fll come over to your tables shall I?” 

In normal cucumstances, Mr Duff would have answered this 
question with an unhesitating native But now he found him- 
self at a loss Short of nsmg and leaving the Tea Shoppe, it 
seemed to him that he was hdpless against ^ woman’s advances 
And a glance out of the window showed him how Utopian any 
dream of nsmg and leaving would be ^drs Chavender had just 
fome out of the Rose and Crown and standing on the pave- 

ment, waiting for her Pekmese to finish sniffing at a banana skm 
“ThQc’re getting me some tea and buns,” said Miss Pym 
“Th^re getting me some tea and buns,” said Mr Duff 
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“Well, that’s splendid, isn’t it^” said Miss Pym 
“Great,” said Mr Duff, and sat back feeling like somebody 
m one of his compamon’s favourite works of fiction who has been 
trapped by one-eyed Chmamen in a ruined mill 
Conversation flagged for a while It is never easy to know just 
what to say to the cnminal classes, and Miss Pym found herself 
short of small-talk But presently the return of the waitress, 
preceded by a revoltmg smell of hot buns, emboldened her to 
contmue She poured out tea for herself and host, and moved 
her own cup as far away from him as was possible She had 
known too many men who dropped mystenous white pellets in 
tea-cups to take any chances 
“Lovely day,” she said 
“Ur,” said Mr Duff 

“I expect you were surpnsed to find me m here, weren’t you^” 
“Ur,” said Mr Duff 

“It’s my afternoon off,” explamed Miss Pym 
“Ur,” said Mr Duff 

“It’s mce to get away from that old bar once and agam,” pro- 
ceeded Miss Pym, beginning to hit her stnde “Apart from the 
hard work of it all, there’s the soaety It gets very mixed, 
specially m the evenmgs, when the proletariat come m and play 
(krts I’ve often thought I’d sooner be a waitress m a place hke 
this More refinement They give you a good tea here Nice, these 
buns, aren’t they^” 

“Sure,” said Mr Duff, who had absent-mmdedly swallowed 
one and coidd feel it fightmg with the fancy cake and the double 
brandies preparatory to tummg to lead mside him 
The monosyllable gave Miss Pym a cue Your good detective 
is always on the alert to seize these opportumttes of keepmg the 
conversation going 

“You’re an Amencan gentleman, aren’t you>” 

“Yes” 

“I thought so The way you said ‘Sure’ I can always tell 
Americans But,” said Miss P^, who had had a good groundmg 
m vaudeville comedy, “I can’t tell them much Ha, hsu” 

“Ha, ha,” echoed Mr Duff despondently He looked out of 
the wmdow agam Mrs iQiavender was still there ThePekmese 
was now smfiBng at a piece of paper 
“Mr ChibnaSl sometimes tiks of gomg to America He says 
the salanes butlers get over there are literally fantastic ” 
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no 

“Mr ChibnaU?’^ 

“ My fiancd^^ 

Mr Duff perked up amazingly In another distrait momentj 
not reahzmg what he was doing, he had swallowed a second bun, 
and It had teamed up with its predecessor, formmg a solid 
amchlusSi but the rehef of discovermg that this young woman 
was not as he had supposed an unattached siren, ready for any 
excesses, overcame his physical discomfort 
“Gomg to be mamc^ are you^” 

“When weVe saved enough to buy a pub 
“They’re expensive, I guess^” 

“They run into money But Sidney’s a savmg man, and I’ve 
put by a bit Some of these commercials that come mto my bar 
sometimes give you a good tip for the races I had Westmghouse 
for the Ascot Gold Cup A hundred to eight That was ten 
pounds, right away ” 

“Well, well, well You’ll be a Hetty Green before you know 
where you are ” 

As IS so often the way with a shy man, once the ice has been 
broken, Mr Duff was beginning qmte to enjoy this httle adven- 
ture Airs Chavender and Pekmese had now disappeared, but he 
felt no inclmanon to leave He even ate another bun with some- 
thing of a devil-may-care flourish 
“Who’s she?” 

“She was one of the richest women m Amenca ” 

“I suppose everybody makes tons of money there^” 

“Yes, and when they’ve made it, what happens? Does Mister 
Whiskers let ’em keep ix> Not a hope Listen,” said Mr Duff, 

beginning to swell, “lemme 

He paused He had been about to speak freely and forcefully 
of some of the defects of the existing Administration m his 
native coimtry, but he felt that a iete-d-tke with a charming 
woman was not the occasion for it Better to wait till he was back 
with the bo3;s at the Union League Club 
“Plenty taxes m Amenca these days,” he said, condensmg the 
gist of It mto a sentence He became aware that his guest was 
eyeing him mtendy “Smatter?” he asked, puz 23 ed 
“Pardon?” ^ 

“You seemed to be looking at me pretty hard ” 

Miss Pym simpered coyly 

“You’ll think I’m awful, but I was admirmg your moustache ” 
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‘'You don’t often see American gentlemen with moustaches 
Not big ones. Must have taken a lot of growmg, if you don’t 
mmd me bemg personal ” 

“Oh, well,” said Mr Duff, with somethmg of the air of a 
modest hero protesting that any man could have done what he 
had done 

“Mmd if I look at itv^ 

“Go right ahead,” said Mr Duff, now not so much the modest 
hero as lie big shot presentmg some favoured visitor with the 
freedom of the aty 

Miss Pym leaned forward Her heait was thumpmg She passed 
a shapely hand over the growth And Chibnall, who had just 
amved outside the wmdow, halted abruptly and stood starmg, 
a dark flush spreading slowly over his face 

That telephone call, with its airy allusions to previous engage- 
ments, had left Chibnall in a frenzy of doubt and suspicion A 
bystander who had heard his careless “Oh> Right ho Well, see 
you some time” would not have divined it, but his soul had 
seethed hke a cistern struck by a thunderbolt Somethmg, he 
felt, was up And it was m order to ascertam, if possible, what 
this somethmg was that he had hastened to Loose Chippmgs 

Hopmg agamst hope that the woman he loved was merely 
takmg tea with the wife of the Rose and Crown’s landlord, as 
she did from time to time, he had first gone there to enquire, 
and had been informed that Miss Pym had been seen steppmg 
across the way to the Gardenia And here in the Gardema she 
was, carousmg with the moustached visitor at the inn, whom she 
had so cunmngly affected to distrust and dishke — ^and not only 
carousmg, but actually pattmg his face 

It was, m short, the black busmess of the commeraal traveller 
over agam, only worse, far worse There could be no question 
here of professional gestures designed to stunulate trade And it 
was a long step from straightemng ties to pattmg faces This, 
felt Chibnall, was a straight orgy, and somethmg hke it, he told 
himself, was preasely what he had been expectmg 

Clenchmg his fists tiU the knuckles stood out white under the 
stram, Sidney Chibnall^rew back into the doorway ojF a hmn 
and beef shop to thmk it over 

Inside the Gardema, Miss Pym had amcluded her mvesuga- 
tions It was just as she had suspected Her fingers, roaming 
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instinct for self-preservation He found himself with htde 
appetite for a vulgar brawl This apparent lunatic had a hard, 
athletic look, and he himself had not only allowed his muscles 
to grow flaccid but was at the moment full to the bnm with tea 
and buns 

The ladyhke waitress was beginnmg to get used to Mr Duflf 
She showed scarcely any surprise as he now re-entered the 
Gardema Tea Shoppe, movmg extraordinarily well for a man of 
his years He had become an old customer, a sort of foundation 
member, and she beamed on him as such 
‘‘More tea?” she said bnghdy 
Mr Duff sank mto a chair with a corroborative nod 
“And buns>” 

“Yup ” 

The waitress was looking like a preacher at a revival meetmg 
who watches the sinners’ bench fillmg up If there were more 
men m it hke Mr Duff, her eye seemed to say^ the world would 
be a better place 

“Very good, sir Is this gentleman with you>” she asked 
lookmg past him “Why, ifs Mr Chibnall Good evemng, Mr 
ChibnaU” 

“Good evemng ” 

“Lovely weather ” 

“Beautiful,” said the butler absently He had halted at Mr 
Duff’s table, and was glowermg dovra at him m a hostile and 
mtimidatmg manner It was with considerable rehef that Mr 
Duff realized that for the moment he proposed to go no further 
than glowermg He applauded the decent respect for the amemties 
which restramed the other from defihng these refined premises 
with anythmg m the nature of a rough house 
The waitress contmued chatty 
“Your young lady’s only just left, Mr Chibnall ” 

“I saw her ” 

“She was having tea with this gentleman ” 

“I saw her ” 

His unresponsiveness had its effect 

“Well, FU go and get your tea and buns,” said the waitress, 
and went off to do so 

Chibnall leaned on the table His aspect, in addition to being 
homiadal, now betrayed baffled fiiiy He was blammg himself 
for havmg relaxed his gnp on Mr Duff’s shoulder, thus enabling 
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the latter to get away and seek sanctuary What he had popped 
m for now was to point out that this sanctuary must not be 
regarded as permaneat 

“FU be waitmg for you outside,” he said, to make this 
dear 

Mr Duff did not speak His mtelligeat mmd, assisted by the 
waitress’s recent remarks, had gathered now the reason for this 
man ’s at first mexphcable behaviour, and his heart sank as he 
realized how impossible it would be to explam Nothmg could 
alter the fact that he had been entertai mn g the other’s fiancee 
to a dish of tea, and m this world one is judged by one’s actions, 
not by one’s punty of heart 

“Understand?” 

“There,” said the waitress m a motherly way, returnmg with 
a laden tray “There you are ” 

“You won’t see me,” said Chibnall, “but Fll be there ” 

He strode from the shop The waitress’s eyes followed him 
adnurmgly 

“That was Mr Chibnall,” she said “The butler at the 
HaU” 

“Oh?” said Mr Duff 

“Fme, strappmg fellow, isn’t he’ It’s funny, I always used to 
thmk of butlers as fat old men, always dnnking port, but Mr 
ChibnaU is a mass of muscle ” 

“Ah?” said Mr Duff 

“And the best boxer roimd these parts, they tell me He beats 
them ^ at the Lads’ Qub Stroi^ as a hon. I’m told, and 
as qmck on his feet as a panther You aren’t eating your 
buns” 

"I’m not so sure I want them ” 

“Then I’ll bni^ you some French pastry and assorted 
cakes,” said the waitress, mdulgently, hke one humounng a 
spoilt child at a school treat “Those ones with the cream 
and pmk sugar on the top are the sort you like, aren’t 
they?” 

Vera Pym was commg away from the telephone booth, 
annoyed to learn that the man she sought was not on the premises 
of Games Hall, when Chibnall enterSd the Rose and Gown 
She saw him and ran to him, her copper-cobured hair dancmg 
with exatement 

“There you are* I’ve just been trying to get you on the phone.” 
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She looked about her, and saw that they were alone “Sidney, 
ifs true*’* 

“A fat lot more than you are,” said Chibnall morosely 
“What do you mean?” 

“I saw you ” 

“When>” 

“Just now In the tea-shop With that fellow ” 

Miss Pym’s attractive eyes widened 
“You don’t mean you didn’t understand?” 

“I certainly did,” said ChibnalL “Only too well” He 
laughed a hollow laugh “And you pretending he was a crook*” 
“But he IS That’s why I was havmg tea with him I wanted 
to make sure I was m there by myself, thmkmg eveiythmg over, 
and suddenly there he was at the next table Well, I taiew I 
should never have such a good chance agam, so I went and sat 
with him ” 

“You patted his face ” 

“I never I was feelmg his moustache ” 

“It’s the same thmg ” 

“It’s not Sidney, it’s fastened on with glue*” 

“What*” 

“Yes” 

“You really mean that?” 

“I felt It” 

“I mean, you weren’t flirtmg with him?” 

“Well, the idea* I was detectmg him ” 

ChibnaU relaxed He had been lookmg hke Kmg Arthur 
mterviewmg Gumevere m the monastery He now looked merely 
hke a butler who has had a weight taken off his mmd 
“So that was it*” 

“Of course it was Sidney, I’ve just remqa;ibered something 
Sidney, do you know what? Yesterday mormffg, before you came 
into my bar, he had been askmg the way to the Hall*” 

“You don’t mean it?” 

“That’s what he had And didn’t you hear that Weatherby 
fellow say his face was familiar^ And didn’t Weatherby leave 
just after he did? I see it aU They’re pals It’s as plam as the 
nose on your face Wea3ierby worms his way mto the house, 
and then he lets this chap m at dead of mght to burgle all the 
valuables ” 

“I wonder” 
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“It’s what’s known as working the inside stand ” 

"I beheve you’re right, Vera I was thinking things over last 
night, and I came roimd to your view that there’s somethmg 
very &hy about that Weatherby I don’t hke the way he’s acting 
He was prowling last night Lookmg for nightmgdes, he said 
But I don’t know about him and dus fellow with the moustache 
bemg pals Wouldn’t he have known him>” 

“Not if he’s put the moustache on smce they plotted together, 
he wouldn’t You take my advice, Sidney, and watch Weatherby 
hke a hawk Pretty silly you’d look if you suddenly foimd him 
murdering you m your bed ” 

Chibndl flushed His pnde was touched 
“I’d hke to catch him murdenng me m my bed Fed that,” 
he said, directmg her attenuon to a biceps straigthened to stedy 
hardness by morning exercises and evenmg boxmg at the Lads’ 
Qub 

“A lot of use that would be against a tommy gun ” 

“He hasn’t got a tommy gun ” 

“How do you know he hasn’t^ You didn’t see him unpack 
You be carefhl, that’s what I say ” 

“I wiU ” 

“And if he offers you any more of his tamted gold, you refuse 
It” 

“Would you go so far as that^” said Chibnall dubiously 
In the Gardenia Tea Shoppe, J B Duff had unfastened the 
last three buttons of his waistcoat and was leamng back m his 
chair, breathmg stertorously Under the vigilant eye of the 
waitress, he had long smce fimshed the French pastry, and she 
was now bnngmg him some more fancy cakes He stared bleakly 
into a dark future There would be a heavy pnce to pay for this — 
physical as wdl as financial 

But you cannot go mto a Tea Shoppe and just sit 
Nor, if a berserk butler is waiting for you outside, can you 
leave 

The waitress came back with the fency cakes It was plam 
ffom her somewhat abstracted manner that she had now come 
to look upon herself rather m the hght of an experimental 
socntKt and upon her customer as a |umea-pig 
“I’ll tell you what,” she said, struck with an idea “After 
you’ve finished those. I’ll get the cook to do you up some of her 
pancakes Shall I>” 



QUICK SERVICE 117 

“Okay,” said Mr DuflF, m a low voice, but not so low that 
his stomach was not able to overhear the word It gave an 
apprehensive leap, and cowered miserably Nothing could surprise 
It now It had long smce given up trymg to understand what was 
gomg on in the front ofEice 



T hb afternoon of the garden party, that red-letter day for the 
nobihty and gentry of Sussex, found Sidney Chibnall 
groaning m spmt 

There are moments m the hfe of every butler when he is 
compelled to wonder if &€sh and blood can stand the demands 
made upon them or if they will not be forced to crack beneath 
the stram, and one of these comes when he holds office under a 
nervous hostess who is about to give her &st important garden 
party ChibnaU was a man who took a pride m not spanng him- 
self, but by lunch-tune on the day of Mrs Steptoe’s colossal 
bmge die constant rmgmg of the bell and the agitated enquiries 
of his employer as to whether all was well concemmg the band, 
die refreshments, the extra help and the hke had begun to take 
their toll 

These, however, were but the normal anxieties unavoidable 
at such a time In addition to them, there weighed upon his 
min d the dark menace of the man Weatherby Joss, he was 
convmced, mtended to start somethmg And it was the thought 
of what an admirable opportumty he would have of domg so, 
with everybody m the place busy out m the grounds, that was 
causmg Chibnall to groan m spmt It is only when he has a big 
garden party on his hands and knows that dunng that garden 
party a Ma^air Man will be roaming the house with no check 
upon his movements that a butler really drams the bitter cup 
The comparative relaxation afforded by luncheon and a couple 
of quick ones m his pantry at the conclusion of the meal enabled 
his active bram to hit on a solution of his difficulties It was with 
a clever and well-formulated scheme m his mind that he ap- 
proached Mrs Steptoe as she stood fidgetmg on the terrace, 
watching the sky Mxs Stqptoe had jijgt discovered that she did 
not like the look of that sky 
«WeU,ChibnaIiy^ 

**Might 1 have a word, madam?*^ 

^*There*s a doud over those trees there 
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“Yes, madam ” 

“Oh, gosh^” cned Mrs Steptoe emotionally “And m another 
mmute, I suppose, one might as well be standing under Niagara 
Falls I’d hke to find the man who invented this English climate 
and tell ham what I thmk of him Well, what is it?” 

“It IS with reference to the yoimg man Weatherby, madam ” 

“What’s he done now?” 

“It IS rather what he may do m the course of the afternoon 
that IS causmg me uneasmess, madam I confess that I feel dubious 
about leaving him m occupation of the house while I and my 
staff are away from it ” 

His quiet impressiveness was not without its effect Mrs 
Steptoe removed a troubled eye from the doud, which was now 
spreading across the sky hke an mk stam 

“You really thmk he’s a crook?” 

“I am convmced of it, madam ” 

“Then what’s to be done?” 

“What I would advise, madam, is that you instruct me to go 
to him and inform him that you wish him to help with the service 
at the garden party He will thus fiiliy be occupied under my 
personal eye ” 

“Bnght,” said Mrs Steptoe “Very bright More,” she added, 
relapsmg mto gloom agam, “than the weather is It’s going to 
pour down m a mmute Then what?” 

“I fear you will be compelled to receive your guests m the 
drawing-room, madam ” 

“And a mce flop that will be Not that I suppose anyone’H 
come if the county’s under water You ever been in California, 
Chibnall?” 

“No, madam I have never visited the United States of 
America, tibough I have often felt a desire to do so ” 

“What a Paradise^” 

“So I was given to understand, madam, by a Cahforman 
gentleman whom I once met m a milk bar m London He spoke 
extremely highly of his native state ” 

“You know what happens m Califorma^ You say to yourself 
T feel hke throwing a party I’ll have it m my garden two weeks 
from next Tuesday,’ and you send out the mvitations You don’t 
say ^WiU It be fine?’ You know it’ll be fine You don’t even have 
to wonder about it But here M nght, go tell Weatherby ” 

The process of telling Weatherby occupied three minutes of 
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the butler^s time At the end of that penod, he was back on the 

terrace 

“I have seen the young man, madam ” 

‘Then everythm^s all nght^” 

‘'No, madam He refuses to assist with the service ” 

“What»” 

“Yes, madam I informed him of your wishes, but he merely 
made some fnvolous reply about the rules of the Valets* Union 
No such organization exists ** 

“Well, of all the Listen, you go right back and tell him 
from me ” 

Mrs Steptoe broke off Shehadbeenonthepomtofrequestmg 
her butler to tell Joss from her that his term of service beneath 
the roof of Clames Hall was at an end and that he could get out 
and stay out, but even as she started to speak there emerged 
from the house a Vision It was as if one of those full-page 
coloured advertisements of what the well-dressed man is wearing 
had detached itself from a monthly magazme and come on to 
the terrace 

From the suede shoes on his large, flat feet to the jaunty hat 
on his pumpkm-shaped head, Howard Steptoe was correct m 
every detail Birds twittered m admiration of his quiet grey suit, 
bees drew m their breath sharply as they eyed that faultless shirt, 
beetles directed one another’s attention to the gardema m the 
buttonhole And Mrs Steptoe, who had been expecting some- 
thmg that looked hke a tramp cychst, revised her views about 
dispensmg with Joss’s services He might be a crimmal, and as 
fresh a cnmmal as ever wisecracked wifri one hand while pocket- 
mg the spoons mth the other, but to a man who could turn 
Howard Steptoe out hke that must be forgiven 

“No, never mmd,” she said 

At this moment, it began to ram 

Joss was m the servants* hall, whiling away the time with a 
crossword puzzle If Chibnall had been gifted with second sight, 
he could not have predicted more exactly this young man’s plans 
for the afternoon It was his mtention to wait till ihe house was 
empty and then carry through the commission he had undertaken 
on Air Duff’s behdf He realized now that m attempting that 
ni^t foray he had been foolishly blind to the advantages 
offered to the young portrait-stealer by a garden party 
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It was as he sat wondering what was the earhest hour at which 
he might reasonably expect the residents and guests at Qaines 
Hall to have become stupefied by tea and cucumber sandwiches 
that he became aware of Chibnall broodmg over him hke a 
thundercloud 

‘"Ahj Chibnall/’ he said gemally 
The butler’s manner was cold 
“Mr Steptoe wants you ” 

“You mean Mrs Steptoe?” 

“I mean Mr Steptoe He’s m his room ” 

“Or, rather, on the lawn?” 

*Tn his foom^^ said Chibnall, ra^mg his voice “If you’d 
bothered to look out of the window, you’d have seen it’s raimng 
cats and dogs ” 

Joss direcEed his gaze at the wmdow, and found the statement 
correct 

“Egad, so It IS Fm afraid this has messed up the garden party 
to some extent ” 

Chibnall had not mtended to be chatty, but the topic which had 
been broached was one on which he felt so strongly that he was 
forced to say a word or two 

“Rumed Half the guests have telephoned to say they aren’t 
commg, and the ones that have come are squashed mto the draw- 
mg-room And is Mrs Steptoe m a smte^” 

“I can readily imagme it,” said Joss sympathetically “It must 
have stuck the gaff mto her up to the hilt The heart bleeds So 
Pop Steptoe has sneaked off to his room, has he^ That won’t do* 
His place is m the forefront of the Irntde I’ll go and shoo him 
back ” 

Complete though his confidence had been both m Charles the 
footman’s judgment m the matter of gala wear and m Mr Step- 
toe’s docile acceptance of the clothes laid out for him, his em- 
ployer’s appearance smote Joss hke a blow 
“Steptoe^” he cried, stunned with admiration “My God! 
You look hke Great Lovers Through the Ages^” 

Mr Steptoe was m no mood for comphments, however 
deserved 

“Listen,” he said 

“I was wondenng when you were going to say that ” 
“Listen,” said Mr Steptoe “Fm m a spot ” His manner was 
agitate in the extreme He plucked nervously at his gardenia 
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“Listen,” he said “Aren’t you ever going to get around to 

swiping that portrait^” 

“I’m biding my time ” 

“Well, don’t Do it now I’m m a spot ” 

“So I understood you to say What has happened?” 

Mr Steptoe advanced his hps to Joss’s ear, and spoke m a 
hissmg whisper 
“Listen,” he said 

“Well>” said Joss, removmg the ear and drying it 
“Listen I did as you said Igrabmeabunchofthosegujrsjand 
I take them around the comer and we shoot craps ” 

“Excellent ” 

“What do you mean, excellent^ Th^ cleaned me out ” 
“Qeaned you out^” 

“Thaf s what they did There was a httle bozo with pimples — a 
Baronet or something hke that — ^that never stopped p ulling out 
sevens and elevens I couldn’t get started He come away all 
loaded down with my lOU’s, and I’ve told him I’ll send over the 
dough to-morrow ^d if I don’t come through, then what? He 
spreads it around among his gang, and the first thmg you know 
Mrs Steptoe has got the story Cheese'” said Mr Stepto^ 
shivenng 

“What would she do’” 

“Plenty ” 

“Thai I agree with you There must be no delay I confess I 
had annapated domg the job at a moment when the house 
empty, but I don’t suppose anyone will come mto the breakfast- 
room ” 

“They’re all havmg tea ” 

“That’ll hold them May I borrow your mamcure set?” 

“Eh?” 

“I shall need sassors ” 

“I haven’t any scissors ” 

“Then give me a razor blade ” 

A razor blade is not the ideal instrument for removmg a 
canvas fiom its ficam^ but Joss made it serve His task completed, 
he stood for a moment wondering whether to leave by the dom: 
and go to his room or by the French windows and make strai^t 
&r the Rose and Crown A ratde of ram agaimt the ghiss doided 
bun m &vour of the former course He looked up and down the 
passage Nothing was stirrmg He ran silently up the stairs, and 
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Sally, who had been sent by Mrs Steptoe to her bedroom to 
fetch her wrist-watch, came out on to the landing just as he reached 
It 

“Oh'” said SaUy 
“Ah'” said Joss 
“You made me jump ” 

“It was your guilty consaence that made you jump,” said Joss 
sternly “You’re just the girl I was lookmg for, young S Fain^e 
I’ve been wantmg a word with you for days One very senous 
drawback to this place is that it’s so difficult to get hold of you for 
a chat ” 

“Was there something particular you wanted to chat about'*” 
“There was The tune has come for a ftank round table 
conference In here, if you please ” 

“But this is Mrs Steptoe’s bedroom ” 

“That’s Sne,” said Joss “Nice and quiet ” 



H e shut the door 

“Now, then/’ he said, '"what’s all this nonsense I hear 
about you being engaged^” 

If a criticism coidd have been made of the tone m which he 
spoke It was that it resembled rather too closely that of a governess 
of rigid ethical views addressmg one of her young charges upon 
whom suspicion of stealmg jam has rested, and sSly gave a httle 
gasp Her full height was not much, but, such as it was, she drew 
herself to it She had decided that cold digmty was what the 
situation demanded 
"I beg your pardon^” 

“And well you may, if it’s true Is it true?” 

“Perfecdy true May I ask what business it is of yours?” 
“That,” said Joss, more hke a governess than ever, “is one of 
the siUiest questions I ever heard Considermg that I’m going to 
marry you myself” 

“Oh^ I didn’t know that ” 

“Well, you know it now Why, good Lord, we were made for 
each other I spotted it the mmute you came mto J B Duff’s 
office You don’t mean you didn’t get it, too^ Why, it stuck out a 
mile There were you, and there was I, and there we were, so to 
speak My poor young fathead, I should have thought you would 
have got on to it nght away ” 

Sally, who had relaxed, for it is a stram on the muscles drawing 
yours^ to your full height, drew herself to her full height again 
“We are not amused,” she said coldly 
“I beg your pardon?” 

"T was merely trymg to pomt out that you are not bemg a bit 
funny” 

Joss stared 

“Funny? Of course I’m not bemg fullny What on earth would 
I want to be fimny for?” 

“Do you really want me to beheve that you are serious^” 

“Of course Fm senom ” 
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“You realize, I suppose, that you’ve only seen me twice m your 
life>” 

“Three times — and once would have been ample What did 
you think I meant by all those hmts I dropped about Mmg in 
love at first sight^ People do fell m love at first sight, don’t they? 
Look at Romeo Look at Chibnall He went into the Rose and 
Crown one mommg, a heart&ee butler with not a thmg on his 
mmd, except the thought of the pot of beer he was going to order, 
and ihere was a girl with copper-coloured haur behmd the bar, 
and their eyes met, and it seemed to Chibnall as if somethmg had 
gone all over him hke ‘That’s the one<’ he said to himself, and 
Slat’s what I said when you came mto J B Duff’s office I knew 
m an instant that we had been destmed for one another sm« the 
beginning of time I loved you the moment I saw you Iworship- 
p^ you I had been dreanung about you for years I knew you 
would be along sooner or later And m you came ” 

Sally was consaous of a strange breathlessness This man 
might have a pecuhar way of laying bare his heart, but she did 
not quesaon his smcenty Not even the fact that he had just 
wandered to Mrs Steptoe’s dressmg-table and was absently 
drawmg a face on the mirror with hpsock caused her to revise 
this opmion Romeo and Chibnall might not have chosen this 
moment for drawmg faces on mirrors, but this was Joss Weather- 
by, an mcalculable bemg, for whom she was suddenly aware that 
she felt a very warm affection— of, she was careful to tell herself, a 
purely maternal nature 
“You’d better rub that out,” she said 
“True,” said Joss, domg so “Well, that’s the set-up ” 

There was a silence Joss had found a jar of cold cream, and 
was applymg it thoughtfiiUy to the tip of his nose 
“I’m sorry,” said Sally 

“Nothing to be sorry about It’s wonderful When you consider 
what the od<b are jgainst your meeting the one person m the 
world who’s mtended for you, the dung’s a miracle Suppose you 
hadn’t come to J B ’s office that morning Suppose I hadn’t been 
there Why, it’s a pure fluke that I happen to be m Ei^^and at all ” 
“I mean. I’m sorry you feel hke ^t ” 

“Why?” 

Some thmg of her maternal warmth left Sally, to be replaced by 
a touch of rraentment she had fdt at the begmnmg of the mter- 
view At times such as this, a prl hkes to be helped out 
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‘ Wdl, if you think I enjoy havmg to teU you that Ym in love 

with someone else 

Joss gaped 

“You don’t mean ” 

“You’ve got cold cream all over your nose ” 

“You don’t mean you’re takmg this engagement of yours 
seriously^” 

“Don’t you thmk engagements ought to be taken senously^” 
“Not tins one ” 

“Oh>” 

“Certainly not The whole thing’s absurd It stands to reason 
that you can’t reaUy love this fellow ” 

“Do you know George^” 

“Is his name George^ No, I don’t But I know all about him 
I’ve made enqmnes m the servants’ hall He’s a crooner This is a 
known fact He smgs Trees It’s sheer nonsense to say you love 

him ” 

There had been a moment, when she had woken to the realiza- 
tion that she was engaged to be married, when SaUy had been 
consaous of misgivmgs on this pomt herself Lord Holbeton, as 
Joss had said, was addicted to smgmg Treesy and he had been 
domg It just before he proposed Life so many Tr^a^-smgers, 
he always extracted the last drop of syrup fxom words and music, 
and that mght he had let it go m a manner that might have 
melted a Medusa Even Mr Steptoe had seemed affected And 
some mahgnant imp of doubt had whispered to her, as she lay 
thmkmg m bed next morning, that her acceptance of ^s proposd 
might have been merely an impulsive girl’s natural reaction to a 
tenor voice that soimded like a swoomng mosquito 
These imsgivmgs had passed as quickly as they had come, but 
the fact that she had entertamed them, if only for an mstant, lent 
vehemence to her statement of faith now 
“I do^” 

Joss was tellmg himself that he must be very tactful, very 
diplomatic 

“But the man’s a mess,” he said, m pursuance of this pohcy 
“He IS not^” 

“Well, no,” said J<bs, ever fair-mifided, “I oughtn’t to have 
said that I know nothmg agamst him, except that he smgs Trees 
I suppose It’s just the idea of the girl you love even considering 
anyone else thaf s so revoltmg It seems to go nght against one’s 
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better nature Very well, vve’ll let it go that he’s quite a good chap 
m his way, and if he marries somebody else I am perfecfiy willmg 
to send him a fish slice But it’s ridiculous to think of him 
marrymgyou The thmg doesn’t make sense And >ou’re utterly 
mistaken m supposmg that you love him Dismiss tliat notion 
absolutely Of course,” said Joss, “one can see how you got the 
idea” 

“Do tell me that ” 

“It’s obvious You were havmg a rotten time here You were 
crushed and oppressed by old Ma Steptoe It was ‘Sally this’ and 

‘Sally that ’ ‘Comb this dog* See that cook ” 

“That sounds hke a bit out of Old Man Rtver ” 

“You are familiar with Old Man RvoerT^ 

“lam” 

“I smg It a good deal ” 

“It must sound wonderful ” 

“It does And there,” said Joss, seizmg on the pomt with the 
skill of a practical debater, “>ou have m a nutshell the essential 
difference between this George of yours and me When I smg, I 
smg openly and honestly, starting from the soles of the feet, very 
deep and loud and manly, so that anyone can see that my heart 
IS m the right place He gives it out from the eyebrows m an 
effeminate trickle The State rests ” 

“You were saymg something about dogs and cooks ” 

“Oh, yes I was just pomtmg out that your lot m the home was 
such a hard one that quite naturally you said to yourself ‘Oh, 
hell* An3rthmg to get out of this ’ With the result that when 
George came along, you kidded yourself that you were m love 
with him” 

This was so true that it stung Sally hke the flick of a whip 
However, long trammg as a poor rdation had given her the 
abihty to curb her temper m trying circumstances 
“I must be gomg,” she said 
“Where?” 

“Back to the drawmg-room ” 

“Not before we’ve got all this threshed out We can’t leave it 
hanging m the air It beats me why I can’t make you see how 
thing s are between us Yoft must bebeve in afiSboiUcs?’^ 

“Like George and me?” 

“Don’t,” pleaded Joss, “be funny at a mxmmt hke this It 
clouds the issue It isn’t possible, I repeat, that you love this 
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bird Holbeton We know him m the servants’ hall as That Bloke 
With The Adam’s Apple ” 

Sally had long since come to the conclusion that cold digmty 
was too difficult She now found resentment equally hard to 
achieve From their first meetmg, she had been strangely drawn 
to this extraordinary young man, and her subconscious self was 
even now tcymg rather austerely to draw her attention to the fact 
that she was derivmg far too much pleasure from his society at 
this moment 

Of course, it was abommable what he was saymg about poor 
George, but there was no gettmg away from it that That Bloke 
With The Adam’s Apple was an admirable descnption of him— 
terse, neat and tellmg the story m a sentence 
“Watch that Adam’s apple That’s all I say Watch it And in 
the privacy of your chamber reflect what it would be hke to spend 
the remamder of your life with it ” 

Nor was there any gettmg away from the fact that in Joss’s 
company she felt stimulated and happy, as if she were a child 
watchmg a three-rmg circus That was how she had felt directly 
she had seen him, that first mornmg when they had drunk sheriy 
together in the office of J B Duff 
A sudden, uncontrollable giggle escaped her 
“No laughmg matter,” said Joss reprovmgly “It would dnve 
me nuts ” 

“I was thmkmg,” Sally explamed, “of Mr Duff and the sherry ” 
Joss’s stern face relaxed mto a smile 
“Quite a party that ” 

“Quite” 

“^en he suddenly appeared from nowhere, shoutmg ^Hey*’ 
I wonder if you experienced the same odd sensation that I did, 
as if the top of the head had parted abruptly from its moormgs?” 
“Yes, that’s just how I felt ” 

“Twm souls,” said Joss “Twm souls Two mmds with but a 
smgle thought. But let us not diverge from the mam theme By 
Jove, though,” he went on, “we haven’t J B Duff We will now 
speak of hun I saw him yesterday ” 

“I did, too” 

“So he said And he told me somfihmg that shocked me It 
appears that this delusion of yours that you love George Holbeton 
persists so strongly that you are prepared to steal portraits m 
order to get money for him so that he can marry you ” 



QUICK SERVICE 


129 


‘"Quite true 

“Well^ thank Heaven, I can block that punt 
“You thmk so^” 

“I know so ” 

“Yes” 

“Well, we needn^t wrangle about it He told me you were after 
the portrait too Let the best man win ” 

“He has Fvegotit” 

“What*” 

“Under my waistcoat at tins very moment, hke a chest protec- 
tor ” 

“I don’t believe you ” 

“WeU,iook ” 

Sally uttered a wailmg cry 
“Mr Weatherby*” 

“You may call me Joss 
“Joss, give It to me*” 

“Thereby enabling you to marry a man who smgs Trees at the 
drop of the hat? No, no This is not the true Sally Fairmile 
speakmg This is a Sally Fairmile who has not yet come out 
from under the ether and is not responsible for what she says 
Gosh, you’ll thank me for this some day ” 

Desperation came upon Sally She flung herself at him, hke 
Mrs ChavendeFs Pel^ese attackmg Mrs Steptoe’s Alsatian 
Her fingers clawed at his waistcoat, and he caught her wnsts 
And then, so true is it that one thing leads to another and that you 
can try a good man just so high, he suddenly found that she was 
m his arms After that, he hardly knew what he was domg 
Chibnall, however, could have told him QubnaH, with his 
mtimate knowledge of the Nosegay Novelette senes, would have 
recogmzed the procedure immediately He was claspmg Salty to 
his bosom and showering burning kisses on her upturned face 
This sort of thmg went on for some time It might have gone on 
longer, had not Lord Holbeton entered the room Mrs Steptoe^ 
wearymg of waiting for SaUy to bring her that wnst-watch, had 
asked him if he would be kmd enough to go and see what he 
could do about it 



T he spectacle at which Lord Holbeton found himself gazmg 
was one which could not have been viewed with mdifference 
by any fianci Owmg to the noiseless manner m which he had 
opened the door^ neifiier of the other two prmcipals m the scene 
had become aware of his presence, and for some moments after 
his arrival what might be called the status quo ante contmued 
to prevail Joss was still kissmg Sally, and Sally, who m the 
opemng stages had hcked him on the shm, had just begun to 
realize that she was feelmg disgracefully happy about it aU 
That this was not the right attitude she was well aware Her 
better self was being rather critical Nevertheless, that was how 
she felt In a curious sort of way this seemed to her something 
that ought to have happened long ago, somethmg to which she 
had been lookmg forward without knowmg it ever smce that 
mormngmMr Duffs office 
Lord Holbeton coughed 
“I say,” he said 

The comment was one which to some might have seemed 
lackmg m &e and spmt It was not the sort of thmg Othello 
would have said m similar circumstances But the truth was that 
only with the greatest difficulty had the speaker managed to keep 
out of his voice a note of whole-hearted rehef The problem of 
how to find a way of cancelling his commitments without 
oflfendmg agamst the code of an Enghsh gentleman had been 
puttmg dark ordes under his eyes And now he perceived that 
It had been handed to him on a plate Normally, the troth of a 
Holbeton, once phghted, would have had to stay phghted But 
this altered everythmg 

In the time which had elapsed smce he had proposed in the 
scented garden of Clames HaU, Lord Holbeton had been puttmg 
in some very mtensive thmkmg, anif he had come defimtely to 
the condusion that m becommg engaged to Sally Fairmile he had 
made a mistake He hked Sally He admired Sally He wished 
her well and would watch her future career with considerable 
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interest But, wMe still vague as to what exacth were the 
quahties which he demanded m a wife, he was very clear m his 
mmd that she must not be the sort of girl who routs a man out 
at midmght to go and pinch portraits and gets him bitten m the 
leg by Pekinese 

'"Look here,” said Lord Holbeton 

Joss had released Sally He would have preferred to go on 
show^ermg burmng kisses on her upturned face, but one has to 
do the avil thmg Now that her betrothed had put m an appear- 
ance, he could not be ignored He must be drawn mto their 
httle circle 
“Oh, hullo,” he said 
“Who are you?’^ said Lord Holbeton 
“Weatherby is the name ” 

“Why, dash it, you’re Steptoe’s man^” 

“Yes” 

“Well, I’m dashed Tfiis won’t do,” said Lord Holbeton, for 
the first time addressmg his remarks directly to Sally “You can’t 
do this sort of thmg, you know Go about huggmg and kissmg 
the domestic staff, I mean I mean to say, dash it^ Well, after 
this, of course, everything’s off This is offiaal ” 

He strode from the room, without Mrs Steptoe’s wrist-watch 
On the part of at least one of the two occupants of the apart- 
ment the silence which he left behind him was a thoughtful one 
Joss, as he returned to Mrs Steptoe’s dressmg-table and started 
to draw a moustache on his upper hp with her mascara, was 
ftownmg meditanvely He realized now, what before had es- 
caped his notice, that his recent behaviour was m certam respects 
open to ermasm 
“Fm sorry,” he said 

Sally did not speak He peered mto the mirror, hesitated 
whether to add a small imperial to the moustache, decided not to 
“You shouldn’t have grappled with me It put ideas mto my 
head Shall I go after him and explam?” 

“No, don’t bother ” 

Joss turned qmckly Sally gave a htde squeal of laughter 
“Your facei” 

“There is something wrong with it?” 

“No, no It’s an improvement ” 

Joss was looking at her mcredulousiy He felt that he must 
have misunderstood her 
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“Did you say ‘Don’t bother’?” 

“I did” 

“You don’t want me to explam^” 

“No, thanks ” 

“But I’ve ruined your romance ” 

“I prefer it that way ” 

“You said you loved him ” 

“One changes one’s mind ” 

Joss nodded understandingly 

“I see So you took my advice and studied that Adam’s applet 
Vary agile, was it not’ Like some aeature of the wild str uggling 
to escape fiom a trap or snare You see now how nght I was ” 
“You’re always nght ” 

“I wonder ” 

“That’s very modest of you What makes you doubtful?” 
“Wdl, you see, I thought I had^an idea There was a 
time, if you remember, when I thought it might be possible that 
you would marry me But, of course, after what has occurred 
after this loathsome exhibition I’ve just been makmg of myself 

now that you realize that I’m the sort of man who ” 

“—Takes advantage of a helpless gurl?” 

“Exactly' Did you notice’ I grabbed you— hu^ed you ” 

“ — ^E^ssed me ” 

“Yes,” cned Joss, his voice vibrating with mdignation and 
abhorrence, “and kissed you What a cad' What a hound' We 
don’t want anythmg more to do with J P Weatherby after that ” 
“What does the P stand for’” 

“Parmalee” 

“Howftightful” 

“Named aft« a godfather, and not a penny to show for it 
No,” said Joss, resuming his remarks, “that will be about all 
we shall requure from J P Weatherby, I fancy We wash him out 
We dismiss him ” 

“So you can be wrong, after all ” 

“What do you mean?” 

“If you don’t know what I mean ” 

“I do know what you mean, but 1 4pn’t see how you can mean 
It Sally, will you’” 

“Parmalee, I will ” 

He dasped her m his arms, and went mto his routine Practice 
makes perfect It was some time before he spoke agam 
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“This,” he said, “is heaven*” 

“Is It’” 

“Yes,” said Joss, “I do not mince my words It’s heavoi ” 

He paused “Heaven,” he repeated “And yet ” 

“ — You wish It hadn’t happened’” 

“No, no, no, no, no, no, no,” said Joss, with all the emphasis 

at his disposal “^at I was about to say was And yet I 

am weighed down by a sense of unworthmess ” 

“I thought you thought rather highly of J P Weatherby’” 
“I do I do A splaidid fellow Nevertheless, I have this 
crushing sense of unworthmess If someone came along at this 
moment and said ‘Tell me, Weatherby, to settle a bet, what have 
you done to deserve this?’ I should be nonplussed I shouldn’t 
know what to answer I should just go all red and shuffle my feet 
Because we’ve got to face it, I’m not fit to button your shoes ” 
“Theykce” 

“I’ve put up a front Probably I have struck you as, if anythmg, 
a htde on the brash side But really I’m a crawling, creeping 
chunk of humihty I look at you, and I look at myself, and I feel 
hke a swme-herd m a fairy story who finds himself loved by a 
pnncess What you see m me, I can’t imagme ” 

“Why, your looks Your daracter Your bright future ” 

“Is my future bnght?” 

“Ghttenng You’re gomg to take that portrait to Mr Duff and 
get your job back ” 

“Better than that It was a rotten job All nght for a yotmg 
bachelor, but we men who are planning to many and setde 
down have got to look ahead I mtend to stand out for beu^ 
made head of the Art Dqiartment Those are my terms,” said 
Joss, and his voice was strong and r«olute “If J B won’t meet 
than, not a smell of this portrait does he get” 

“Oh, Joss, are you sure’” 

“Sure’” 

“That he wants it as much as that? It would be awfiil to spoil 
everythu^ by astang too much ” 

“You wait He’ll come across I know J B He’s one of those 
men whose legs you have to count to be sure th^ aren’t mules ^ 
When he gets an idea mtS his head, you couldn’t dig it out with 
a chisel He has set his heart on ^vmg this portrait, and the 
thing l^s become an obsession ” 

Sdly was lookmg thoughtful 



134 QUICK SERVICE 

“Something on your mmd?” asked Joss 

“I was thinking that I ought to go and see him ” 

“Instead of mrf” 

“Yes I can do it mudi better than you You’re not verv 
tactful” 

“Me? Not tactful?” 

“You might throw him out of the room, or something ” 
“But you don’t understand This is a very mtncate busmess 
deal, and I doubt if a shp of a gurl is capable of handling it It 
isn’t only a question of my end of the thing I represent a syndicate, 
whose mterests must be borne m mmd throughout the n^o- 
tiations ” 

“I don’t understand ” 

“I told you you didn’t Can you keep a secret?” 

“I don’t thmk so ” 

“Well, try to keep this one Money, and substantial money, 
has got to pass between J B Duff and" self Mr Steptoe needs 
his htde bit He wants to return to Hollywood and resume 
what appears to have been a highly promismg career m the 
pictures ” 

“I didn’t know he was m pictures ” 

“Extra work till just at the end, and then he was m one where 
he had three good speeches Get him to tell you about it some 
time And then I wish I knew how good you were at givmg 
an imitation of the silent tomb ” 

“Why?” 

“Because what I am about to say must go no further, if that 
Mrs Chavender” 

“What about her?” 

“She wants her cut ” 

“Mrs Chavender? But she has aU the money there is ” 

"No She had, but hasn’t any longer Lemme, as J B would 
say, tell you a hole story ” 

“Have you heard him say that?” 

“Dozens of times ” 

“He said it to me that day m his ofBce ” 

“Oh? Well, to get back to it, lemme ” 

He held his audience There was‘'no question about that 
Sally listened absorbed as the story of Mrs Chavender’s un- 
fortunate circumstances unfolded itself 
“The poor old thmg'” 
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Toof IS the exact word 

“I see what she means If Mrs Steptoe knew^ she would 
trample all over her ” 

“With spiked shoes ” 

“Of course she must have her money I’ll be very firm with 
Mr Duff” 

“You’re sure you can manage it You won’t weaken^” 

“Of course not ” 

“Very well Here’s the portrait Tuck it mto your shirt-front, 
and be very careful not to let anyone get you mto a game of 
smp poker Are you gomg to the Rose and Crown m >our 
car^” 

“Yes I’ll be back m no time ” 

“It will seem hke hours Where do we rneet^” 

“At the gate^” 

“Right Skm off your jiose, Sally ” 

“Skm off yours. Joss ” 

The door closed Joss sank mto a chair He drew up a small 
table and put his feet on it He took out his pipe and ht it This 
wonderful thmg that had happened to him demanded quiet, 
steady meditation He had to go over all that had occurred smee 
he had met SaUy, takmg each moment by itself and savourmg 
It hke the leaf of an artichoke before gomg on to the next 
And he had just reached the pomt where he had found her m 
his arms, and was in the process of dweUmg on this phase of their 
relationship with a tender, reminiscent snule, when his attention 
was attracted by a noise m his rear hke an explosion of an 
ammumtion dump, and he looked round to see Mrs Steptoe 
Like J B Duff on a similar occasion, equally histone, she was 
standmg m the doorway, spellboimd 
Although m Joss’s demeanour, as he rose, an observer would 
have noted only a rather charming, old world courtliness, he was 
not without a certam apprehensivoiess, a sort of nebulous 
fedmg that this was not so good and that the going m the im- 
mediate future promised to be sticky He had just ^scovered — 
or rediscovered— with so many other thmgs to thmk about, ifc 
had temporarily shpped ^is mind — that this room m which he 
had been enjoymg his reverie was Mrs Steptoe’s bedroom Hard 
words, he feared, might be spoken and black looks be looked 
Nor had his mtmtion deceived ham If Fate had washed to 
cemmt a lastmg fiiendship between this woman and himself, it 
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could hardly have brought them together under less favourable 
conditions 

Even before opemng the door, Mrs Steptoe had been feeling 
a httle edgy The ram had rumed her garden party She had 
had to spend the afternoon cooped up m a stufiy drawmg-room 
with some of the dullest people she had ever met The pimpled 
Baronet, kughmg amuse^y hke one tellmg a good story which 
he Imows is sure to be well received, had just revealed to her 
that her Howard had been yieldmg to his lower instmcts and 
trying to take money off his guests at craps And the more 
messengers she dispatched to fetch wnst-watches for her, the 
fewer wnst-watches did she get 

It just needed the sight of her husband’s valet m her bedroom, 
wreathed m tobacco smoke with his feet on the table, to complete 
her day 

“Well!” she said 

There is really vary httle that a man can do at a moment hke 
this, but somethmg. Joss fdt, might be accomplished by an 
apologetic smile He released one, accordmgly, and his com- 
pamon quivered from head to foot as if he had struck her with a 
sandbag There are certam situations, one of which had now 
arisen m Mrs Steptoe’s life, when a smile, however apologenc, 
seems to a woman the ultimate pay-off 

“Gnnnmg'” she said m a strangled voic^ not gettmg the 
spirit behmd the smile at all “I find him m my bedroom,” 
she went on more loudly, as if confidmg her gnevances to a 
slightly deaf friend on whose sympathy she knew that she could 
rdy “I find him nght plumb spang m the middle of my bed- 
room smoking a pipe ms feet on the table and he 
ger-RINS»” 

“I assure you, madam ” 

“GRINS'” said Mrs Steptoe "Like a half-witted ape,” she 
added, speafying more exacdy 

There seemed to Joss nothii^ to do m the curcumstances but 
make wounded noises He made them 

“Listen'” said Mrs Steptoe, having probably picked up the 
expression from her mate 

She b^an to speak agam, and now her voice, which at first 
had been hushed as if by a sort of awe, rang out hke a danon 
And for some time Joss listened with bowed head as she touched 
on the numerous aspects of his character which did not appeal 
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to her Exacdy when he began to feel that this nuisance must 
cease, he could not have said But when the thought did come, 
It took root 

"‘Madam,” he said, takmg advantage of the fact that even an 
angry woman has sometimes to pause for breath, “I should be 
glad if you would accept my resignation Datmg from to-morrow ” 
“Resignation my foot^” said Mrs Snptoe, a puff of flame 
commg from her nostrils “You’re fired Datmg from to-day ” 
“Very good, madam And now,” said Joss, “if you will excuse 
me, I must be leaving you I have an appomtment ” 

Time, what with his thoughts and Mrs Steptoe’s conversation, 
had passed on such fleetmg wmgs that he antiapated, as he made 
his way down the drive, that he might have to wait some little 
while at the tryst before Sally made her appearance To his 
surpnse, she was already there 
She seemed agitated 
“What a time you’ve *been^” 

“Fm sorry I was chattmg with Mrs Steptoe Difficult to get 
away Well, everythmg all straight?” 

“Joss* An awfiil thing has happened*” 

“Eh?” 

“I saw Mr Duff” 

“WeU?” 

“Joss, he doesn’t want the portrait*” 

“What*” 

“He told me to take it back,” said Sally, her voice rismg to 
a wail 

Her stout heart failed her She burst mto tears 
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I T IS not the easiest of tasks to scoop a crying girl out from 
behind a steermg-wheel and hoist her over the side and fold 
her in your arms and stanch her tears, but Joss managed 
It at length The sobs became gurgles The guides faded mto 
silence 

“Now, then,” he said “Tdl me all ” 

Sally gulped 

“Fm sorry I was a fool ” 

“No, no Nothmg hke a good cry What seems to be the 
trouble?” 

“I told you He doesn’t ” 

“Yes, but there must be some rmstake You probably mis- 
understood him” 

“I didn’t It’s qmte simple really, I suppose ” 

“Not to me” 

“I mean, now that he’s gomg to marry Mrs Chavender 

“What'” 

“Yes She went to see him at the mn this morning, and th^ 
arranged it then He’s been m love with her for years Didn’t 
he teU you?” 

“No, he didn’t mamon that ” 

“And now that they are gomg to be mamed, of course he 
doesn’t need her portrait He oidy wanted it when he thought 
he had lost her for ever, so that he could have something to 
remember her by I’m surpnsed he didn’t tell you ” 

“Probably shpped his mind ” 

“But why did you think he wanted it’” 

“Wouldn’t anyone want a goiume Weatherby’ But let’s begm 
^ the beginmng You amved at the Rose and Crown and foimd 
mm ” 

“Sitting m the lounge He looked very lU Apparently he ate 
something that disagreed with him and had a bad attack of 
mdigestion last ni^t” 

“Ah'” 


138 
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“He told me he thought he was gomg to die And this mornmg 
Mrs Chavender came to see him ” 

“Fm begmnmg to understand There he was, weak and wan 
after his mght of suffermg, and in walks Mrs Chavender and 
gi\es aid and comfort Is diat nght^’’ 

es He says she was hke a ministermg angel ” 

“He swiped that from me I once wrote a poem about woman 
bemg not so hot m our hours of ease but coming across m a big 
way when pam and anguish rack the brow I suppose he got hold 
of a copy Yes, I begm to follow the contmmty Mrs Chavender 
comes mto the sick-room, and starts bemg the mmistenng angel 
He thmks of the old days and what mght have been She places 
a cool hand on his fevered forehead, and he takes it in his and 
says ‘Why did we ever part^ Why, when we were on to a good 
thing, did we not push it along^ Cm we not make a new start>^ 
She thmks the idea sound, and they it up Somethmg on 
those lines was what happened, I imagme ” 

“I suppose so ” 

“Indigestion is an amazmg thmg It softens the toughest 
“But he had always loved her ” 

“I was forgettmg that ” 

“If s sweet, of course ” 

“Oh, most sweet ” 

“But rather awkward for us ” 

“Yes, one was rather relying on dehvery of that portrait to 
solve our httle perplexities Did you touch on me and my )ob^” 
“Of course I told him we were engaged 
“How did he seem to take 

“He sad I was crazy and advised me to break it off” 

“The lovable old gentleman*” 

“He sad he had understood that I wanted to marry George 
and that he had been thmkmg it over and had deaded that he 
had misjudged George all these years He sad there was a lot 
of good in him ” 

“He must have been on an absolute toot last night No 
ordinary attack of indigestion would sap the bram to that extent ” 
“He has pven George his money ” 

“Thaf s splendid news I was worrying myself sick about 
George And my job?” 

“No” 



140 QUICK SERVICE 

“Yes He said he had been thmkmg ” 

“He thinks too much ” 

“ — ^And he had come to the conclusion that it was havmg you 
around that gave him mdigestion He said he couldn’t a'irplgui^ 
but you did somethmg to him ” 

“The old devil I saved his life ” 

‘Tes, I remmded him of thai^ and he said that he had put up 
with you for two years and he considered that that squared it 
Did you make him dnnk brandy yesterday^” 

“I didn’t make him I offered it, and he lapped it up Why^” 
“He said it was that that upset him It seemed to rankle, 
rather” 

“The mmd of a m a n hke J B Duff is unfathomable I thmlr 
that long association with hams must have unhinged his reason 
Well, if he won’t give me my job back, Fm a&aid we may have 
to wait a htde before we get mamed I have nothing agamst 
love m a cottage, but just at the moment I don’t see how it 
would even run to that My capital is about fifteen pounds, and 
I am askmg myself a htde dubiously how it is to be augmented 
Who wants an artist?” 

“Ido” 

“Bless you. You’re sure you wouldn’t prefer to switch back 
to George, now that he has the stuff?” 

“No, thanks ” 

“My God'” said Joss, struck by an unnervmg thought “Do 
you realize that if I hadn’t overslept mjrself that mo rning , we 
should never have met?” 

“Shouldn’t we'^’ 

“No I was supposed to be at the office at ten If I had got 
tiiere on time, I should have been gone long before you arrived 
But owing to havmg stayed up late, shootu^ craps, I didn’t dock 
m ull deven What a lesson this should teach to all of us ” 

“To shoot craps?” 

“That, of course But what I was really thinking of was how 
one ought neva: to be punctual From now on, I shall make a 
ppmt of always being at least an hour late for eveiTthing ” 
‘Induding the w^ding^” 

“The wedding Ah' Now we’re back to it What do we do 
about that?” 

“It’s difficult, isn’t It?” 

"There must be some way People are getung mamed every 
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day They can’t all be millionaires I’ll tell you what Give me 
the canvas, and I’E hide it m my room, and then I’ll go for a 
long walk and tlnnk thmgs over I get rather bnght after I’ve 
been walkmg a mile or two Expect to hear from me shortly ” 

The evemng was well advanced whm Joss returned to Clames 
Hall The ram had stopped, and a belated sun was shmmg 
brightly It had brought Lord Holbeton out mto the grounds for 
a saunter before dinner 

Lord Holbeton was feelmg m the pmk As he made his way 
down the dnve, he walked on air He was honourably free from 
an alliance which, as has been shown, he had come to recogmze 
as entanghng, and he had m his pocket a cheque bearmg his 
trustee’s signature If that was not a pretty goochsh day’s work, 
George, second Baron Holbeton, would have been vastly mter- 
ested to know what was 

He sang, as he floated along, naturally selectmg his favounte 
melody, and he had just got as far as the hue about nests of 
robms in the hair and was rendermg it with even more than his 
customary bnoy when there impmged upon his ears one of the 
glooimer passages of Old Man Rtver^ and he perceived commg 
towards bam the bowed figure of the chap Weatherby 

When a man smgmg Trees meets a man smging Old Man 
River^ somethmg has to give They cannot both continue to 
ftmction Lord Holbeton generously decided to be the one to 
yield It gave him a shght pang not to be able to do the high, 
wobbly note on the ^^hair,” but a man learns to take the rough 
with the smooth 

“Hullo,” he said “What ho ” 

In normal circumstances, he might not have been so ex- 
pansive But this ev ening he was the friend of all mankmd 

For a moment, it seemed as if Joss, hke Old Man River, 
would just keep rolhng along He was walkmg with bent head, 
his manner preoccupied Then he appeared to realize that he 
had been addressed, and he halted 

“Oh, huUo ” 

It seemed to Lord Holbeton that the bhghter looked a J»t 
dejected, and he was n#t mistaken His walk had brought Joss 
no solution of the problems confrontmg him. It had, indeed, 
merely deepened and mtensified that unpleasant feelmg, which 
comes to aU of us at times, that he was m the soup and hable 



142 QUICK SERVICE 

at any moment to smk without trace He had endeavoured to 
be gay and debonair while discussmg the future with Sally, but 
not for an mstant had he lost sight of the fact that this future 
was a murky one 

“I say,” said Lord Holbeton, “Sally’s been tellmg me about 
you” 

“Oh, yes?” 

“She says you’re not a man I mean, not really a man I mean,” 
said Lord Holbeton, detenmned to make his meaning dear, 
“you only signed on with old Steptoe so as to be near her ” 
“Yes ” 

“Very creditable,” said Lord Holbeton handsomdy 
There was a pause Joss, who had now been able to brmg his 
mmd to bear on these exchanges, was feehng somewhat em- 
barrassed 

“She tells me you know old Duff” 

“Yes ” 

“Served imder his banner, and so forth ” 

“Yes” 

“What an egg>” 

“Yes ” 

“Rummy, if you come to dunk of it, that we never met I mean, 
you constandy popping m and out of the office, and self repeatedly 
dropping m to try to gouge the old boy for a bit of the stuff, 
you’d have thought we’d have run mto one another ” 

“Yes ” 

“Still, there it is ” 

“Yes ” 

It occurred to Joss that up to the present all this cordiahty 
had been a htde one-sided and that it was time for him to do 
his bit 

“I hear I have to congratulate you,” he said 
“Eh?” 

“Duff has given you your money, I’m told ” 

“Oh, I see Yes, yes, oh yes I couldn’t dunk what you meant 
for a moment Yes, I’ve got the cheque on my person now I’m 
gtisig to London aJfter dinna:, so as to be nght on the spot to- 
morrow mommg for paying-m purposec m case he changes his 
mmd I’ve had diat happen to me before ” 

“Oh,yes>” 

“Yes When the old blister gets these spells of his, that’s how 
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It works While weakened by the pangs, he’s all mellowness and 
lovmg kmdness But comes a time when the reaction sets in, and 
then he’s his old self agam And that’s when you want to watch 
out I remember a couple of years ago he went to a City dinner, 
and next mornmg he sent for me and told me he’d come to the 
conclusion that he had been misjudgmg me all these years and 
that there was really a lot of good m me And, to cut a long story 
short, he tottered to his desk and wrote me out a cheque for the 
full amount And, hke an ass, I wasted the rest of the day going 
round and showmg it to chaps and having my health drunk, and 
by the time I got to the bank next mornmg I found he’d had the 
bally thmg stopped Taught me a lesson, that, I can tell you 
If anyone happens to ask you my whereabouts at nme a m to- 
morrow you can reply with perfect confidence that I’m standing 
on the steps of the Qty and Home Counties Bank, waitmg for 
the estabhshment to open ” 

Joss was starmg, opem-mouthed 
‘^You don’t mean that^” 

‘T do Right on the top step ” 

"T mean, is that really what happens with J B ?” 

‘Tnvariably ” 

^‘Then you think Well, take a case If, while under the 

influence, he thought he was m love with someone 

^*01d Duff?” said Lord Hoibeton incredulously 

“Pm just takmg the first instance that comes into my mind ” 

“I should be vastly surpnsed if even after a City dinner ” 

“Just for the sake of argument You thmk that later on, when 
he was feehng better, remorse would supervene?” 

“Super what^” 

“You thmk he would regret^” 

“Oh, bitterly, be>ond a question ” 

Somethmg seemed to go off inside Joss hke a sprmg It was 
hope dawnmg 

“I must ponder on this,” he said “You have opened up a new 
hne of diought ” 

“You gomg^” 

“If you don’t mmd I should hke to meditate ” 

“Oh, rather,” said Ltrd Hoibeton, with a spacious wave of 
his hand, as if to mdicate that he was free to do so wherever he 
pleased, all over the grounds “Go ahead Give my regards to 
Sally, if you see her ” 
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Again there was a pause Once morea Joss felt embarrassed 
He could not forget that this was the man whom he had deprived 
of the only girl who could possibly matter to any man True, 
lie second Baron was not lookmg notably depressed, but that, 
he presumed, merely signified that he was wearmg the mask, 
biting the bullet and keepmg a stiff upper hp 
‘T’m sorry,” he said, awl^ardly 
‘^Sorry?” 

‘‘About Sally and me” 

“What, already?” said Lord Holbeton, surpnsed 
“I mean I can understand how you must be feelmg ” 
“Oh, that^” said Lord Holbeton, comprehending “My dear 
chap, don’t give It another thought Fm all right Fm feeling fine 
Once I’ve got that cheque safely deposited, I shan’t have a care 
m the world I shall go to Italy and have my voice tramed Best 
thing that could have happened, is my view of the matter Nice 
girl, of course None better But personally I consider that a 
man’s an ass to get married SiUy busmess altogether. I’ve 
decided ” 

It was a pomt which Joss would have hked to debate hotly, 
but he was unable to give bis mmd to it W'as that, he was asking 
himself, what J B Duff was feelmg or shortly about to feeP He 
walked back to the house, and reachmg the staff quarters found 
Chibnall at the telephone 

“Yes^” he was saymg “ ’Oo^ Weatherby> Yes, here he is 
You’re wanted on the telephone,” said Chibnall, speakmg coldly 
Joss took the mstrument 
“Hullo?” 

“Weatherby>” 

“Yes ” 

“Listen Can anybody hear^” 

Joss looked round He was alone 
“No ” 

“Then hsten Can you come here right away^” 

“I dare say I could fit it m ” 

“Then hsten Go find that girl of yours, and get that portrait 
m her and brmg It with you ” 

“You want it^” 

“Of course I want it ” 

“You said you didn’t ” 

“I’ve changed my mmd ” 
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“Understand’” 

“Perfecdy ” 

“Then come along And, hsten,” said Mr Duff, “make it 
snappy ” 



I N fancying that he had sensed in Chibnall’s manner at their 
recent encounter a certam coldness^ Joss had not erred The 
sound of Mr Duffys voice over the wire had shocked the butler 
to his foundations Bnef though their conversation in the Gar- 
dema Tea Shoppe had been, he had recogmzed it immediately 
and it was with a feelmg that now was the time for all good men 
to come to the aid of the party that he had handed over the 
instrument The thought that two of the Underworld are using 
his employer’s telephone for the hatching of their low plots can 
never be an agreeable one to a zealous buder 
As always when he had sohd thmkmg to do, he had made his 
way to the cell-hke seclusion of his pantry The servants’ hall, 
wifo Its flow of merry quip and flashing badmage, he reserved 
for his more convivial moments when he was m the mood for 
the gay whirl He poured himself out a glass of port, and sat 
down to ponder 

Stem though his determmation was to foil whatever foul 
designs this precious pair might be meditatmg, there was 
mmgled with it a touch of resentment It seemed unjust to him 
that a man who was paid for butthng should be compelled to 
throw m gratis, as a sort of bonus to his employer, the unremittmg 
efforts of a secret service man and a highly trained watch-dog 
It was quite possible that the man Weatherby and his associate 
were plannmg some hghtmng stroke m the mght, and that would 
mean sittmg up agam Reflectmg how much he liked his sleep 
and how cramped he had felt after that last vigil, Chibnall almost 
regretted that he was so consaentious 
He had fimshed his glass of port, and was considermg the 
advisability of stimulatmg his bram further through this me^um, 
^^^en the hall boy entered to say that he was wanted on the 
telephone The voice that spoke m hJa ear as he adjusted the 
receiver was that of Miss Pym 
“Sidney*” 

“Hullo^” 
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“Are you there^” 

“I am ” 

“Sidney^” 

Miss Pym, who was plainly much stirred, now proceeded to 
utter about two hundred and fifty words m the space of time 
more customarily reserved for uttering ten, and Chibnall felt 
obhged to remonstrate 
“Who is this speaking^” 

“Me, of course Vera 

“Then don’t talk hke Donald Duck, my girl You’re fusmg 
the wire ” 

Thus rebuked. Miss Pym apphed the brakes 
“Sidney, it’s those two men ” 

Chibnall started This was more mterestmg He had supposed 
when the conversation began, that he was merely about to hsten 
to one of those rambiutg addresses to which his loved one, m 
common with so many of her sex, was so addicted when she took 
receiver m hand 
“Eh? What about them?” 

“They’re here ” 

“Where>” 

“In my bar Plottmg” 

“Then get back there and hsten Haven’t you any sense?” 
Miss Pym said that ChibnaU needn’t bite a girl’s head off 
Chibnall said that he had not bitten a girl’s head off, but that 
every mstant was preaous Miss Pym conceded this, but said 
tliat, be that as it might, there was no necessity to go bitmg a 
girl’s head off 

“I’m going to hsten,” she said, wounded “I’ve been hstemng ” 
“What id they say^” 

“Nothing much Well, they wouldn’t, would they, with me 
there” 

“You said they were plottmg ” 

“I meant they were gomg to plot as soon as I was out of the 
way So far, they’ve been talkmg about marriage ” 

“Marnage?” 

“Yes The thin one se&aed to hke it The stout one didn’t 
Oh, Sid-neer 
“WeH^” 

“The stout one’s taken his moustache off*” 
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‘Whati” 

“Yes Not a trace of it left Well^ Tm going to listen now I 
had to ring you up first and tell yoa They’re sitting right under 
that httle shding panel thing that you send the dunks into the 
lounge through b}, and I’m gomg to open it an inch or two I’ll 
be able to hear all ” 

“Go on, tlien, and ring me the moment you have ” 

“All right, all right, all nght, all right, all right,” said Miss Pym, 
once more giving evidence that she was not her usual calm self 
“What did you dunk I was gomg to do^” 

She hung up the receiver and darted to the panel with rapid, 
silent footsteps, hke Drexdale Drew m the Limehouse Mystery 
that time when he hstened m on the conversation in the steel- 
panelled room at die Blue Chicken Cautiously, she shd it open, 
and through the apermre there came a snatch of dialogue so 
significant that it was aU she could do to stop herself givmg a 
long, low whisde of astomshment (Dfexdale Drew, it will be 
remembered, was guilty of this imprudence on the occasion to 
which we have referred, and it was that that led to all the subse- 
quent unpleasantness with the Faceless Fiend and the Thmg 
In The Cellar) 

The dialogue ran as follows 
The Stout One Then where is it^ 

The Thm One Hidden in my room 
The Stout One Well, go fetch it 
The Thm One No, J B Before lettmg you get your hooks 
on It, I wish to talk turkey 

Miss Pym clung to the shelf below the htde shding panel thmg 
that you send the drmks mto the lounge through by, her ears 
standin g straight up from the side of her head This, she was 
t elling herself, or the whole trend of the conversation had 
deceived her, was the real gmger 
The example of this gul m disimssmg hghdy, as if devoid of 
mterest, the* earher portion of the interview between Joss 
Weadierby and Mr Duff is one that cannot be followed by a 
consaentious historian When two such mmds are discussing a 
Subject of such umversal concern as the holy state of marriage, 
one must not scamp and abridge It iS not enough merely to say 
that the thm one seemed to hke it and the stout one didn’t 
Their actual words must be placed on the record 
The conversation began m the lounge, where Joss, hastemng 
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to the Rose and Crown, had found Mr Duff huddled in a chair, 
lookmg hke an Epstein sculpture The young man’s opening 
remark, as that of anybody else m his place would ha\e done, 
dealt with the new and improved conditions prevaihng on Ins 
elder’s upper hp 
“Thank God'” 

“Eh?” 

“You’ve removed it?” 

“She made me ” 

“Who?” 

“Beatnce Chavender,” said Mr Duff glumly He had not 
particularly valued the moustache^ but his proud spirit chafed 
at coeraon 

The mention of that name enabled Joss to brmg up without 
further delay the main subject on the agenda paper 
“Tell me, J B , ansmg from that, is it true what they say 
about Dime?” 

“Eh?” 

“It’s correct, is it, this story I hear about you bemg enpged?” 
“That’s what I wish someone would tdl me ” 

“You are reported to have said you were ” 

“She acts as if I was ” 

“But you aren’t sure?” 

“No” 

“I don’t get you, J B You speak m nddles Why aren’t you 
sure?” 

“I don’t seem able to figure out whether 1 really committed 
myself or not ” 

“Come, come, J B You must know if you proposed to her ” 
“Oh, I didn’t do that” 

“Then vhat did you do?” 

“Wdl, lemme tell you,” said Mr Duff 
He paused for a moment before proceeding It was only too 
plam that it cost him an effort to delve mto the past His attitude 
towards the past seemed to resemble that of some timid dmer 
m a Frendi restaurant, confronted with his first plate of bouilla- 
baisse He shrank from stunng It 
“Well, hsten,” he said*at length “It was like this There I 
was m bed, after the worst si^ I’ve ever had If I attempted to 
describe to you the a^omes I’d been suffermg through the night, 
you wouldn’t b^ve me ” 
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“How did you get that way^” 

“Wdl, It’s a long story ” 

“Then don’t tell it Save it up for some evenmg when I’m head 
of the Art Department and you’ve asked me to drop m for dinner 
and a chat on general pohcy ” 

“Head of the Art Department?” 

“Thaf s what I said ” 

“Oh, yeah?” said Mr Duff, with some spmt 
Joss forbore to press the pomt It could wait 
“Well, so far,” he said, “you seem to have come out of the 

thmg with reasonable credit If that was all that happened ” 

“It wasn’t ” 

“I thought the probe would dig up some thing sooner or later 
What did happen?” 

“Well, I’d finished telhng her how I got that way, and she 

put her hand on my forehead ” 

“I thought as much ” * 

“ — ^And sad somethmg about I ought to have a wife to look 
after me And I sad I guessed she was about right ” 

“Well, then' Well, there you ae!” 

“You thmk that committed me?” sad Mr Duff anaously 
“Of course it committed you ” 

“I didn’t mean an3nhmg personal,” urged Mr Duff “I was 
just speaking m general terms ” 

“You need say no more, J B Order the wedding cake ” 

“Oh, gosh’” 

“Buy the tickets for the honeymoon tap Get measured for 
the hymeneal trousers Sign up a good minister and make all the 
arrangements for conscnptu^ the ushas Good heavens,” sad 
Joss, “you go to infimte pains to spread the stoiy that you 
wanted that portrat because you had been pining for this 

woman for fifteen years ” 

“She hasn’t heard that?” 

“Of course she has heard it The whole neighbourhood is 
ruling with it Your fidehty is beu^ held up as a mark for the 
male sex to shoot at by every female m the county Do you 
really suppose that on top of a blast of propaganda hke that yl& 
can tell Mrs Chavender ftiat you need a wife to look after you, 
and expect to carry on with your bachdor existence as if nothing 
had hqipenei© You astound me, J B You’re as good as brushing 
the nee out of yjpir hair at the Niagara Falls Hotd already ” 
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Mr Duff rose His face was drawn He moved heavily 
"Come mto the bar,” he said "I thmk Fd hke a drmk 
It seemed to Joss liiat Miss Pym, presidmg at the fount of 
supply, was a httle nervous m her manner as they stepped up 
to give their order Her attractive eyes were large and round, 
and she showed a disposition to giggle in a rather febnle way 
It occurred to him as a passmg thought that somethmg in the 
nature of a spintual upheaval was takmg place mside this puller 
of beer handles But neither he nor his compamon was in a mood 
to enquire too closely mto the soul-states of barmaids They 
withdrew with their tankards to a table at the side of the room — 
a table which, as Miss Pym was so swift to observe, was situated 
immediately below the httle skdmg panel thmg 
It was Joss who resumed the conversation, opemng it now on 
a cheerier and more encouragmg note 
"What beats me, J B , is why you are makmg all this heavy 
weather about a situation which shoifid, one would have im- 
agmed, have set you twuung flowers m your hair and domg 
buck-and-wmg dances all over Loose Chippmgs Can’t you see 
how lucky you are^ She’s a wonderful woman Looks Brams 
A delightful sense of humour What more do you want^ If you 
ask me, this is a far, far better thmg that you do than you have 
ever done This is where you begm to hve ” 

Mr Duff was not m the frame of mmd to respond to pep talks 
He contmued sombre His resemblance to somethmg carved by 
Epstem on the mormng after a New Year’s party had mcreased 
rather than diminished 

"It’s the whole idea of marriage that gives me that smkmg 
feehng,” he said "It always did ’^en I proposed, I was thinkmg 
aU the tune what a sap I was makmg of myself And when she 
bust our engagement, I went around smgmg hke a lark ” 

It was not merely iht nauseatmg thought of the other smgmg 
hke a lark that caused Joss to shudder so violently that he spilled 
his beer His whole soul was revolted by the man’s mental out- 
look 

"Marriage is the most wonderful thmg m the world,” he cried 
mrmly, "and only a sub-human cretin with a diseased mmd 
could argue to the contrary I appeal t5 you. Miss Pym,” he said, 
amvmg at the counter to have his tankard refilled 
"Pardon^” said Miss Pym, starting She had been distraite 
"Isn’t mamage a terrific institution?” 



QUICK SERVICE 153 

said Miss Pym, pouring beer in a flutter 
“Nothing hke it, is there^” 

“Coo^” said Miss Pym “Excuse me/’ she added, and with- 
drew hastily Joss returned to the table, feelmg that he had made 
his pomt 

“You heard her reply to my question^ "“Oo^’ she said, and 
‘Coo^’ Those words, straight from a barmaid’s unspotted Wrt, 
are as complete an endorsement of my views as you could wish 
to have You should take that soul of yours around the corner, 
J B , and have it thoroughly cleaned and pressed ” 

“Look,” said Mr Di&, as impervious to honest scorn as he 
had been to encouragement “When you get married, what 
happens^ I’ll tell you what happens Government of the people, 
by the people, for the people, perishes from the earth That’s 
what happens You get bossed You can’t call your soul your own 
Look at the way she made me take off that moustache It was a 
false one and I don’t hSe moustaches anyway, but that shows 
you And it’s that sort of thmg all the time, once you’ve let them 
poison-needle you and get you mto the church I hke to smoke 
a mild agar m bed before droppmg off That’ll be out Same 
with reading the evemng paper at dinner And what happens 
when I come back from the office, aU tired out, and start reachmg 
for my shppers? It’ll be ‘Snap mto it and get dressed, Jimmy 
Have you forgotten we’re dini n g with the Wilburflosses^’ Don’t 
talk to me about mamage ” 

Joss shook his head 

“You pamt a gloomy picture, J B I look at it m a different 
way Let me sketch for you a typical day m my mamed life 
I wake up, feelmg hke a giant refreshed I sprmg under the 
cold shower I climb merrily mto my clothes, and down I go 
to a breakfast damtily served by lovmg hands and rendered 
additionally palatable by that smiling face peepmg over the 
coffee-pot Off to work, buoyed up by the thought that at last 
I’ve somethmg worth workmg for Perhaps we meet for a bite 
of lunch Back to work agam, nght on my toes once more, with 
her gentle encouragement nngmg m my ears And then the long, 
restfiil evenmgs, hstemng to the radio and discussmg the 
domgs, or possibly ” 

“Look,” said Mr Duff, who had been wrapped m thought 
“I’ve had an idea Seems to me there’s a way, out ” 

“I wish you ’^uldn’t mterrupt when I’m ta^g,” said Joss, 
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annoyed “Now you’ve made me foi^et what I was going to say ” 
“Look” 

“And another thmg Generally, when I meet you, you say 
‘Listen,’ and now you’re started saying ‘Look ’ I wish you would 
deade on some settled pohcy One doesn’t know where one 
is ” 

“Look,” said Mr Duflf “That tune when we were engaged 
before, she called it off just because I happened to mention 
Paramount Ham once or twice Well, look TJ^t’s she gomg to 
do when she finds out I’m usmg her portrait as a poster for the 
good old PH>” 

Joss stared 

“You aren’t going ahead with that scheme now^” 

“I certainly am ” 

“I don’t envy you when you tell her ” 

“I shan’t teU her I’ll simply rush the thing through, and one 
fine mormng she’ll see the wiUis and Inll-boards plastered with 
her fiice And then what? I’ll tell you what She’ll throw fifty- 
seven fits, and then she’ll be on the phone to my office, asking 

what the hell And I’ll just raise my eyebrows ” 

“Over the phone?” 

“Over the phone And I’ll say ‘Once and for all, I will not be 
dictated to If I want to use your face to advertise Paramoimt 
Ham, I’ll use it — see’ If you don’t hke it, you know what you 
can do about it — see? Just hke that ” 

“Over the phone?” 

“Over the phone Well, I’m here to tell you that if I know 
Beatnce, that’ll be the fimsh You brought the portrait with you’” 
“No ” 

“But I told you to Don’t I get any co-operauon’ I distmcdy 
said ‘Go find that girl of yours — I keep forgettmg her name — 
that htde shnmp ’ ” 

“I have had to speak to you before about this practice of 

yours of alludmg to Miss Faimule as a ” 

“ — ^And get it fiom her, I said ” 

“I did get It fixim her ” 

'’^Then where is it?” 

“Hidden m my room ” 

“Wdl, go fetch It ” 

“No, J B Before letting you get your hoote on i^ I wish to 
talk turfey You will now accompany me to Qames Hall, and 
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on the way I will state my terms I warn you m advance that 
A^wiU besufif” 

At the address mentioned, Chibnall, too impatient to wait m 
his pantry nil the summons should come which he was expectmg 
every moment, stood tensely beside the telephone The bell 
shrilled m his ear 
“Hullo’” 

“Sidney?” 

“Spealmg ” 

“Are you there?” 

“Of course I’m here Where did you thmk I was’ Ridmg a 
bicycle m Africa’” 

“You needn’t be a crosspatch ” 

“I am not a crosspatch ” 

“Yes, you are a crosspatch ” 

“I am sorry,” said Chibnall, bnngmg to bear all the splendid 
Chibnall self-restramt, “if I appear to be exasperated, but I am 
anxious to hear from you your news with as htde delay as 
possible ” 

“Oo Well 

“WeU’” 

“Oo, Sid-nee, it’s thnlhng'” 

“You heard somethmg’” 

“Did I' Cool Talk about plotters'” 

“Did they plot’” 

“You bet they plotted Sidney, that Weatherby has got some- 
thmg valuable l^dden m his room And the stout one wants it 
And they’re commg to the Hall now ” 

“What'” 

“I heard than say so Weatherby is statmg his terms on the 
way They haven’t arranged yet how to divide the swag What 
are you gomg to do’” 

Chibnall’s jaw musdes were working menacmgjy 
“I’ll tell you what I’m going to do I’m gomg straight to that 
Weatherbsr’s room and search it from top to bottom And when 
they get there, th^’U find me waitmg for them ” 

“Oo' Sid-nee'” 

“Yes’” 

“They’ll murder you ” 

"They won’t Because if they so much as start trying to, I’ll 
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jolly well murder them first I’m gomg to get a gun from the 
gun-room ” 

“Oo’” 

“I’U hide behind the curtains ” 

“Coo>” 

“And pop out at ’em ” 

“Well, mmd you’re careful ” 

“I’ll be carefbl ” 

“I don’t want to be rung up from the Hall by Mrs P-11 ir or 
someone and told that you’ve been foimd wdtermg m your 
blood” 

Chibnall laughed hghdy He found these girhsh tremors 
engaging He hked women to be feminme 
“I shan’t welter m my blood ” 

“Well, mmd you don’t,” said Miss ?ym 



T he hour of nine-thirty found Claines Hall, dinner over, 
settled down to what Joss had descnbed to Mr Duff as the 
long, restful evening Curtains had been drawn, lamps ht, the 
radio switched on to an organ recital, and Mrs Steptoe and her 
Alsatian, Mrs Chavender and her Pekinese, and Mr Steptoe 
and a cat which hked his looks — ^which seems odd but cats are 
cats — and had attached itself to him m close comradeship, were 
seated about the hbrary, occupied m their various ways 
Mrs Steptoe was glancmg through the morning paper, which 
untd now she had had nfeither the leisure nor the mdmation to 
peruse The Alsatian was starmg unpleasantly at the cat The cat 
was sneermg at the Alsatian Mrs Chavender was reading a novel 
and scratchmg her Pekmese’s stomach Mr Steptoe, still prac- 
tically a stretcher case after heaimg what his wife had to say 
about men who shot craps with the flower of the Coimty, was 
lymg slumped in a chair, thinkmg of Holl 5 rwood 
Sally was not present She had gone for a walk m the garden 
And Lord Holbeton, unswervmg m his resolve to be on the top 
step of the City and Home Counties Bank when that mstitution 
opened its doors for the transaction of busmess on the morrow, 
had already left for London 

Mrs Steptoe, refreshed by cocktails and one of Mrs Ellis’s 
admirable dmners, was feehng better The agony of that rumed 
garden party had abated, and the loathing for the human speaes 
which had animated her throughout the afternoon and evenmg 
had gradually dwmdled, until now about the only member of it 
whom she would have disembowelled with genume relish was 
Joss She could not forgive his behaviour at their last meeting 
In fact, she was not trymg to 

She had just read m her paper a paragraph containmg the^ot 
news that Albert PhilbncJ (39) of Acaaa Grove, Fulham, had been 
removed to hospital suffermg from a broken nb and scalp wounds 
owmg to faUmg down an excavation m the Rmg’s Road, Chelsea, 
and was just thiijLkmg m a dreamy way what a capital thmg it 
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would be if something hke that could happen to the last of her 
husband’s long Ime of valets^ now presumably back in the 
metropohs, when the door opened and ChibnaU appeared 
Supposmg that he had merely flitted m^ as butlers do fht m 
at about mne-thirty, to remove the coffee-cups, she was surpnsed 
when mstead of bucklmg down to this domestic duty he ad- 
vanced and took up his stand before her, coughmg portentously 
‘‘Could I speak to you, madam?” 

“Yes, Chibnall^ ” 

A closer student of the Greek Drama than Mrs Steptoe would 
have been remmded of a Messenger brmgmg news from Troy, 
but even now she sensed nothmg ominous in the atmosphere 
“It is with reference to the young man Weatherby, madam ” 
Mrs Steptoe’s tranquil mood was shot through by a qmck 
twmge of irritation She respected Chibnall She had always 
thought him an excellent butler But she found his conversation 
annoymgly hunted m its range It seemed to her that her recent 
hfe had been one long senes of mtemews with him which began 
with this preamble She had a feehng that when she died, the 
words “It is with reference to the young man Weatherby, 
madam” would be found graven on her heart 
“Weatherby^ Hasn’t he gone^” 

“Not yet, madam ” 

“Then get him out of here immediately,” snapped Mrs 
Steptoe, gomg briskly mto her ratdesnake imitation “I never 

heard of such a thmg When I fire someone ” 

Mr Steptoe came out of his coma with a start 
“Did you fire Weatherby, honey?” 

“Yes, I did And when I fire someone, I expect them to act 
hke they were fired So he’s still here, is he, lounging about the 

place just as if ” 

“No, madam He is in the coal cellar ” 

“Whad” 

“I apprehended him and an assoaate burglmg the house this 
evenmg, madam, and thought it advisable to lock them m the 
coal cellar ” 

* was a sensational announcement, and Chibnall knew it 
It gratified him, accordmgiy, to note fnat it had gone over with 
sohd effect Apart from his own, and excludmg those of the 
Pekmese, the Alsauan and the cat, there were three lower jaws 
in the room, and each had fallen to its furthest extent In addition 
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to this^ Mr Steptoe had uttered a lowj choking cry 
‘‘Burgling the housed” 

“Yes, madam ” 

“Why was I not told about this before^” 

“I thought It best to wait until after dinner, madam, m order 
not to mterfere with your enjoyment of the meal ” 

This was obviously very decent and considerate of the man, 
and Mrs Steptoe recognized it as such She suspended that hne 
of enquiry 

“Had diey taken anything^” she asked, m a softer voice 
“Yes, madam The portrait of Mrs cWender that hangs m 
the breakfast-room ” 

The Pekmese raised its head with a frown The lovmg fingers 
which were kneadmg its stomach had admmistered an un- 
pleasantly sharp jab 
“You don’t say^” said Mrs Steptoe 

“Yes, madam I received information from a rehable source 
that the young man Weatherby was concealing something of 
value m his bedchamber, and I proceeded thither and mstituted 
a rigorous search I discovered the canvas hidden m a drawer 
and deposited it m my pantry I then took up my station behmd 
the curtam m the room, armed with a shot-gun, and waited 
Eventually Weatherby arrived with his assoaate, and I appre- 
hended them and conducted them to the coal cellar ” 

He paused modestly, hke an orator waitmg for the round of 
applause It came m the shape of a marked tribute from Mrs 
Steptoe 

“Nice work, ChibnaU” 

“Thank you, madam ” 

“Have you phoned the pohce^” 

“Not yet, madam I was awaitmg your mstructions ” 

“Go do It” 

“Yes, madam Should I brmg Weatherby to you^” 

“Why?” 

“I gather that he wishes to make a statement ” 

“Allnght Fetch him along ” 

“Very good, madam ” 

The stage wait which jfcllowed the butler’s exit was filled in 
by a masterly resumi of the affair by Mrs Steptoe, who hke the 
detective m the final chapter of a thnller proceeded to sum up 
and strip the casjf of its last layers of mystery 
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Theic had been a time, Mrs Steptoe frankly confessed, when 
the machinations of the man Weatherby had perplexed her She 
had guessed, of course, that he was up to some kinH of phonus- 
bolonus, but if you had asked her what particular kmd of phonus- 
bolonus she would not have been able to tell you Everything 
was now crystal dear This bimbo Weatherby was obviously a 
hirehng m the pay of the bozo Duff, whom she had distrusted 
the moment she saw him (You remember, Howard, when you 
found him sneakmg around the place that time ) And it was her 
mtention, after shipping Weatherby off to a dungeon, to hnng 
an action agamst Duff for whatever it was — any good lawyer 
would teU her— and soak him for milhons This, m Airs Step- 
toe’s view, would teach him 

All this took the form of a monologue, for neither Mr Steptoe 
nor Mrs Chavender seemed m the mood to contribute the 
remarks which would have turned it mto a symposium Mrs 
Chavender was stdl scratchmg the Pckmese’s stomach medi- 
tatively, while Mr Steptoe paced the floor, his habit at times 
of mental unrest 

It seemed to Howard Steptoe that the curse had come upon 
him Already he was sohdly established m the doghouse as the 
result of that craps busmess Into what infemo he would be 
plunged when this bird Weatherby armed and started sp illing 
the beans he shuddered to thmk 
His revene was mterrupted by the entrance of the bird 
Weatherby, escorted by Chibnall 
Joss was not lookmg his best You cannot spend several hours 
m a coal cdlar and be spruce There was gnme both on his hands 
and on his face His cheerfulness, however, remamed un- 
dimimshed 

“Good evemng,” he said “I must apologize for appeanng 
before you hke this, but my suggestion of a wash and brush up 
was vetoed by our good fnaid here He seemed to thmk that 
speed was of the essence ” 

“You’ll get a bath m prison,” Mrs Stqitoe pomted out, 
possibly wishing to be consolmg, thot^h this was not suggested 
bjrher manner 

“Oh, we wiU hope it won’t come to^lhat ” 

“WillweS’ 

“Statement,” said Chibnall m a curt aside Througihout these 
exchanges, he had contnved with admirable s]^ to combme m 
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his mnnnftr the mcxorable ngidity of the G-man with the demure 
respectfulness of the butler He was now for the moment pure 
G-man 
“Eh’” 

“You told me you wished to make a statement ” 

“And I do wish to make a statement,” said Joss heartily “First, 
however, I would hke to acquit my room-mate of the coal cdlar 
of any comphaty m this afiar He was merely a crony I had 
broi^t m for a smoke and a chat, and nobody more surpnsed 
than hims elf when he discovered that he was bemg held up with 
guns and placed among the anthraate Disnuss hnn without a 
stam on his character, is my advice ” 

“Madam ” 

“Yes’” 

“This IS not true My informant heard these two men plotting 
together Their words left no room for doubt that they were m 
this game together up to«the neck Accomphcra,” said Chibnall, 
correcting with a shght blush this lapse from the pura: English 
“Well never mmd about the other fellow” said Mrs Steptoe 
“What do you want to say?” 

“This,” said Joss “I admit that I ranoved that portrait But 
why did I’” 

“rUteUyou” 

“No, let me tell you I pamted that portrait myself It was my 
own unaided work, and my masterpiece Well, you know how 
artists feel when they pamt masterpieces They hate to let them 
go If they let them go, they want them back It was thus with 
me The moment I parted with that portrait, I felt an irresistible 
urge to get it mto my possession agam I had to have it So I took 

It Blame me, if you will 

“I will” 

“You will’ I had hoped,” said Joss reproachfully, “that a 
woman as sound on Corot as Mrs Steptoe would understand and 
sympathize ” 

“Well, she doesn’t” 

“I shoiddn’t be surpnsed if Corot hadn’t frequently done the 
same thing m his time We artists are hke that ” 

“And we Steptoes are hke this When we catch smooth young 
thugs lootmg the jomt, we put them m the cooler And that’s 
whatfs going to happm to you, my friend I don’t beheve a word 
of your story ” ‘ 



162 QUICK SERVICE 

“But It’s good ” protested Joss 
“Go phone the pohcej Chibnall ” 

Howard Steptoe had stopped pacing the room He was standing 
propped up against the table, trying to nerve himself to speak 
The cat sprang on to the top of his head, unheeded 
The amazmg discovery that this Weatherby, so far from spilling 
beans, mtended to take the rap and go m silence to a pnson cell 
had first stunned Howard Steptoe, then aroused all the latent 
nobility m his nature Not normally a very emotional man, he 
found himself stured to his depths He saw that he must reveal 
all To say that he hked the idea would be an overstatement, but 
he felt that he must do it 

And he was on the point of startmg to do it, when Mrs 
Chavender spoke 
“Just a nunute, Mabel ” 

“Yes, Beatnce?” 

“Mr Weatherby did paint that portrait ” 

“Is that any reason why he should steal it’” 

“That wasn’t the reason why he stole it He did it for me ” 
“No, no,” cried Joss “Don’t hsten to her The woman’s potty ” 
Mrs Steptoe’s china-blue eyes were wide with astomshment 
“For you’” 

“Yes I had to raise some mon^ m a hurry, and I’m busted 
I’m afraid I have misled you a htde about my finances, Mabel I 
lost practically all I had a couple of years ago ” 

“Delmum,” said Joss “Pay no attention ” 

Mrs Steptoe blmked 
“You,” she said, and paused 
“Are,” she said, and paused agam 

“Busted’” she said, her voice breaking m an mcredulous 
squeak “Is this a joke, Beatnce’” 

“Not for me ” 

Mrs Steptoe’s fece had been slowly tummg bright red 
“Well'” she said 

“Still, after all,” said Joss, “what’s money?” 

“Well'” 

■^You can’t take it with you ” 

“Wdl'” 

“It isn’t mon^ that counts, it’s ” 

“Wdl'” said Mrs Steptoe “I must say'” 

She had sprung to her feet The Alsatian, who came between 
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her and the carpet, uttered a yelp which drew a quiet smile from 
the cat 

“Well, I must say I wouldn’t have expected you to be so 
deceitful, Beatrice After this Of course, this makes everythmg 
different Of course, for poor Otis’s sake, you can always have 
a home with me ” 

“I knew you would be sweet about it, Mabel ” 

«But ” 

“But,” said Mrs Chavender, “I expect my husband will want 
me to make my home with him ” 

“Your husband^” 

“I’m gomg to marry Jimmy Duff ” 

“OW” said Mrs Steptoe She paused, plainly disconcerted 
“He’s very rich, isn’t he^” 

“Very” 

“I should estimate J B ’s annual mcome,” said Joss, puttmg m 
his oar m his helpful way, “at around two hundred thousand 
dollars It will be larger, of course, if he employs me ” 

Airs Steptoe eyed him coldly The thought that she had been 
so mjudiaous as to treat as a poor relation a woman who was 
about to marry a miUionaire was a bitter one, and she accepted 
thankfully this opportumty of workmg off some of her chagrm 
“If he’s gomg to employ you,” she said, “he’ll have to wait a 
while Your time’s going to be occupied elsewhere for qmte a 
spell Chibnall, phone the pohce ” 

“Mabel, you can’t do this ” 

“Can’t I>” 

“But, Mabel ” 

Whatever appeal Airs Chavender had been mtendmg to make 
to her sister-m-law’s better nature was checked abruptly at its 
source The air had suddenly become vocal with canme yelps 
and feline spittmgs 

Ever smce he had been trodden on by Airs Steptoe, the Alsatian 
had been thmkmg thmgs over and trying to fix the responsibihty 
It had now become pl^ to him that all the evidence pomted to 
the cat He had never hked the cat He had disapproved all along 
of admittmg her to the hbrary But he had been prepared to 
tolerate her presence, provided she started no phonus-bolonus 
This, by hypnotizmg women mto treadmg on his sore foot and 
smiling superohously after it had occurred, she had done, and it 
was time, he felt, to act 
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The cat, at the moment when he reached this decision, was 
still on top of Mr Steptoe’s head It was consequently with some- 
thmg of a shock that the latter, whose attention had been riveted 
on his wife and Mrs Chavender, became aware that a dog whom 
he had never hked was leapmg up and scrabbhng at his face 
Nothing could actually affect his face, for better or for worse, but 
It was the prmaple of the thing that was important He resented 
bemg used by this animal as a stepping-stone by which it could 
rise to higher things 

Nature had bestowed upon Howard Steptoe one gift of which 
he was modestly proud — ^his nght upper cut In the ^ys when he 
had batded among the pork-and-beaners, he had too often been 
restricted in its use by the evasiveness of his opponents, but now, 
at last confronted by an antagomst who seemed willing to mix it, 
he was able to egress himself There was a dull, chunky sound, 
and the Alsatian, flying through the an, descended on an occas- 
ional table covered with china Pickmg* himself up, he sat sur- 
rounded by the debris, hke Manus among the rums of Carthage^ 
and b^an hckmg himself As far as the Alsatian was concern^ 
the war was over 

“How-WERD’” said Mrs Steptoe 

There had beai a time, and that recently, when the sound of 
his name, spoken by this woman m that tone of voice, would 
have been amply suffiaent to reduce Mr Steptoe to a shamb ling 
protoplasm But now his eye was steady, his dun firm He looked 
hke a statue of Right Triumphmg Over Wrong 

A man cannot have aU the nobihty aroused m him by the splen- 
did behaviour of chivalrous valets, and on top of that wm a notable 
one-punch victory over one of the animal kmgdom, and still 
retam the old, crushed outlook It was a revised and improved 
edition of Howard Steptoe that now stood ncklmg the cat behmd 
the ear with one hand and makmg wide, defiant gestures with the 
other Just after he has kay-oed an Alsatian, that is the moment 
when a hen-pecked husband is to be feared 

“Listen,” he said, “what’s all this about fetching cops?” 

"I mtend to send this man to prison ” 

"Do you?” said Mr Steptoe, red about the eyes and bulgmg m 
the torso “Is that a fect> Well, listen ’•'hile I tdl you somethmg 
This guy Weatherby is a nght guy, and he doesn’t go to any 
hoosegow, not while I have my strength ” 

“Wdl spokai, Stqptoe,” said Joss 
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“The boy’s good,” said Mrs Chavender 

“A fine fellow,” said Joss “I liked him firom the first ” 

This excellent Press emboldened Mr Stqjtoe to contmue 
“Who does this portrait belong to’ Me Who’s the mterested 
party, then? Me So who’s got to prosecute if guys are to be 
slappedmthecoolerforswipmgitPMe M-e,me,”saidMr Stepto^ 
who was all nght at words of one syllable “And I’m not gomg to 
prosecute — see? You know what I’m gomg to do’ I’m gomg to 
hunt up Duff and sell him the thing ” 

“You won’t have to hunt far,” said Joss “You will find him m 

said Mr Steptoe 
^^What said Mrs Chavender 
“And I’m sure he wiU be charmed to do a deal ” 

Mrs Chavender had risen, Peke m hand, and seldom m a long 
career of lookmg hke Afjps Siddons in Macbeth had she looked 
more like Mrs Siddons m Macbeth than now It is not given to 
many people to see an English butler cower, but that is what 
Chibnill did as her fine eyes scorched their way through him 
“Whafs that^ Have you been shutting my Jimmy m your filthy 
coal cellar?” 

Until this moment, Chibnall’s attitude had been tliat of a 
detached and mterested spectator Baskmg m the background, he 
had been stormg up m his mmd every detail of this pnceless 
scene m high life m order to be able to give Miss Pym a full 
eyewitness’s descnption later He had pictured her hangmg on 
his hps as he reeled out sentences beginnmg with “He said” and 
“She said ” That he might be swept mto die swirl of the battle 
had not occurred to hun, and now &at this disaster had befallen, 
he was imable to meet it with the old poise He gave at the knees, 
and looked sheepish 

“Er — ^yes, madam,” he said, m a soft, meek voice 
There was an mstant when it seemed as if Mrs Chavender 
would strike him with the Pekmese But she mastered her 
emotion 

“Take me to him immediately ” 

“Very good, madam If^ou will come this way, madam ” 

The door closed Mr Steptoe resumed 
“Listen ” 

“Lemme tell you somethmg,” prompted Joss 

“Lemme tell yoti somethmg,” said Steptoe “The moment 
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I’ve got Duff’s dough m my jeansj this joint has seen the last of 
me I’m going back to Hollywood, that’s what I’m going to do, 
and if you’ve a morsel of sense you’ll come with me What you 
want, wastmg your time m this darned place beats me Nobody 
but stiflfe for males around And look what happens to-day You 
give this lawn party, and what do you get^ Qoudbursts and 
thunderstorms Where’s the sense m stickmg around m a dimate 
Mce this? If you hke bemg ramed on, come to Holl3rwood and 
stand under the shower-bath ” 

“That’s telhng her,” said Joss, awed “That’s talkmg ” 

Mrs Steptoe, who had resumed her seat, was leaning forward 
with her chan m her hands, thmking Like Joss, she had been 
profoimdly stared by this silver-tongued orator Not if he 
W sat up at mght for weeks, prunmg and polishing and searchmg 
for the convmcmg argument, could Howard Steptoe have struck 
the nght note more surely He had pyt m a nutshell her very 
inmost thoughts 

“Listai,” proceeded Mr Steptoe, his voice now gentle and 
winnmg “Just throw your nund back to Hollywood, honey 
Thank of that old sun Thank of that old surf at Mahbu ” 

“That old Catahna,” suggested Joss 

“That old Catahna,” said Mr Stqitoe “Say, you been to 
Holl3nvood5” 

“Yes, I was there three years ago ” 

“Some place'” 

“Considerable ” 

“You were a sap to come away ” 

“I’m ^d I did ” 

“You’re crazy ” 

“No You see, Steptoe,” said Joss, “love has found me Which 
It wouldn’t have done m that old Hollywood Apropos of which, 
do you happeo. by any chance to know where Miss Fairmile is^” 
“Said she was going out m the garden ” 

“Then I wdl be leavmg you,” sad Joss “Keqp working,” he 
added, m an encouragmg whisper “I think she’s weakenmg ” 
got some moments ^ter the door had dosed, Mrs Stqitoe 
mantamed her pensive reserve Mr Steptoe watched her 
aimoosly Presendy she looked up 
“You know somethmg, Howard?” 

“Yes, honeyF’ 

“I b^eve you’re about right ” 
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“You’ll come^” 

“I guess so ” 

“’At-a-girr” said Mr Steptoe “’At-a-baby* ’At’s the way to 
talk ’Afs the stuff I like to hear ” 

He clasped her to his bosom and showered burning kisses on 
her upturned face Not even Josi, who was good at this, could 
have done it better ^ 



S ally’s walk m the gaiden had taken her to the wall of the 
moat, and when Joss foimd her she was leaning on it dejeaedly, 
feeling out of tune with the lovely Enghsh twihght Weeping skies 
would have been more m keepmg with her mood The weather is 
always m the wrong This afternoon Mrs Steptoe had blamed it 
for bemg wet This evenmg Sally was reproaching it with being 
so fine 

The sound of Joss’s footsteps made her turn, and at the sight 
of hnn she fdt a famt flicker of hope Her acquamtance with hrm, 
short though it had been, had given her* considerable confidence 
m his abihty to solve diflSicult problems 
“Well?” 

He halted beside her 

“So here you are at my favounte spot This is hke old times 
Remember?” 

“I remember ” 

“You look more hke a wood nymph than ever It just shows ” 
“What?” 

“I was thmking how utterly mistaken a man can be on matters 
outside bis own busmess J B Duff, for mstance He thmks 
you’re a shrimp One of these days, if the fimds will run to it^ I 
shall buy a pmt of shrimps and show them to him It seems ihe 
only way of convmcmg him He repeated the monstrous statement 
this evening ” 

Sally started 

“You haven’t seen him agam?” 

It came to Joss with a shock that this girl knew nothu^ of the 
tidal waves and earthquakes which had been giving his former 
employer the run-around and rocking dames Hall to its founda- 
tion and would have to be informed of what had occurred from 
the banning He paused, appalled at £he immensity of the task 
It was hke ftadmg someone who had never heard of the Great 
War 

“Oh, gosh'” he said 
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Sally’s worst forebodings were confirmed 
“Bad news^” 

“Yes ” 

“Wellj go on ” 

It was not a pleasant tale to have to tdl, but he told it cour- 
ageously, omitting nothing When he had finished, he heard her 
teeth come together with a httle chck There was a silence before 
she spoke 

“Then that’s liat?” 

“I’m afiaid so ” 

“You think Mrs Steptoe is gomg back to HoUsntvood^” 

“It looks hke it ” 

“That means I shall have to go, too ” 

“Yes I never thought of that at the time I abetted and 
encouraged Steptoe m his insane scheme I ought to^be 
kicked” 

“Are you sure Mr Duflf won’t give you back your job^” 
“Qmte sure He was peevish idl through our sojourn m the 
cdlar He seemed to blame me for what had occurr^ ” 

Sally was silent agam 

“Cam’t we get mamed and chance it?” 

“On a capital of fifteen pounds and no job>” 

“You’ll get a job ” 

“Of course I shall,” cned Joss It was unhke him to remain 
despondent even for so long as this His resihent nature reacted 
to her words hke a horse that feels the spur Nobody who had had 
the pnvilege of his acquamtance had ever mistaken him for 
anythmg but an optimist 
“There are lots of jobs ” 

“Milhons of them, all over the place, just waitmg to be got I 
see now,” said Joss, “where we have made our mistake We have 
been looking on this Weatherby purely as an artist, forgetting 
how versatile he is With you behind me, I don’t see that there’s 
anything I can’t do So everythmg’s all nght I’m gjad that’s 
se&ed” 

“What were you thmkmg of domg^” 

“I can’t tell you that tiU I have gknced through the Clarified 
Telephone Directory ” 

“The only thing I can ranember m the Qassified Tdephone 
Directory is Zmc Spelters ” 

“That may be*what I shall decide on Pots of mon^ m it, I 
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expect Can’t you see us in our little home — ^you shakmg up the 
cocktailsj me lying back m the aim-chair with my tongue out^ 
‘You look tired to-mght, darhng ’ ‘I am a httle This new con- 
signment of zmc seems to take quite a bit of speltmg Not hke 
the last lot ’ ” 

“Oh, Joss'” 

“Hullo’” 

“I suppose you know I’m just gomg to commit suiade in the 
moat I’m utterly miserable ” 

“Me, too, if you probe beneath the debonair exterior I’m 
feeling like hell I hope I haven’t seemed too bright When the 
bottom’s dropped out of the world, I never know whether to try 
to keep up a shallow pretence that everything’s grand or to let 
myself go and break down But, honestly, why shouldn’t I get 
someth^’ I’m young and strong and wtUing for anything 
Also— a pomt I was nearly forgettmg— two can hve as cheap as 
one ” 

“And money doesn’t brmg happmess ” 

“True But, on the other hand, happmess doesn’t bring 
money You’ve got to thmk of that, too ” 

“I suppose so ” 

“Soil, good Lord, when you look at some of the people who 
have got &e stuff m sackfuls, you feel it must be pie to become 
nch Take J B Duff There’s a case Wears bank-notes next to 
the skm wmter and summer, and yet, apart from a certam rude 
skill m the selling of ham, probably instmcuve, as complete a 
falhead as ever drank bicarbonate of soda ” 

“Hey'” 

The voice that spoke proceeded from a shadowy figure which 
had approached them unperceived The visibihty was now fer 
from good, but the monosyllabic exdamanon with which it had 
announced its presence rendered idenuficauon simple 
“Ah, J B ,” said Joss genially “Torn yourself away from the 
htde woman’” 

Mr Duff came to a halt, wheezing His manner was not 
oirdial 

“What was that you were saying about me’” 

“I was t elling Miss Fairmile here ho^ nch you were ” 

“Yon said I was a fiithead ” 

“And whom have you to bkme for that, J B ’” said Joss 
sternly “Only yours^ Would anyone but a fiithead have let a 



QUICK SERVICE 171 

man like me go’ If you would give me back my old job ” 

Mr Duff sighed heavily 

“It’s worse than that She says 

“Who says’” 

“Beatnce Chavender We’ve just been chewmg the fat, and 
she says I’ve got to make you head of the Art Department ” 
“Eek'” cned Sally, squeakmg hke a mouse surprised while 
eatmg cheese 

“Don’t do that'” said Mr Duff, quivenng “I’m nervous ” 
Joss, who had staggered so that he had been obhged to restore 
his balance by placing a hand on the wall, now laid this hand on 
the other’s shoulder His manner was urgent 
“You wouldn’t fool me, J B ’ This is true’” 

“That’s what She says,” said Mr Duff lugubnously “I told 
you how It would be Bossed Right from the start ” 

“Head of the Art Department’” 

“So She sa3rs ” 

Joss drew a deep breath 
“Did you hear that, Sally’” 

“I heard. Joss ” 

“Head of the Art Dqiartment A position that carries with it a 
salary b^ond the dreams of avarice ” 

“No, It doesn’t,” said Mr Duff hastily 
“WeU, we can discuss that later Meanwhile,” said Joss heartily, 
“let me be the first to congratulate you, J B , on this rare bit of 
good fortune that has beMen you You are gettmg a sploidid 
man, one who will give selfless service to the dear old finn, who 
will think on his feet when its mterests are at stake and stram 
every fibre of his beu^ to promote those mterests I shouldn’t 
be surprised if this did not prove to be a tummg pomt m the 
fortunes of Duff and Trotter ” 

“She says I’ve got to have you pamt my portrait ” 

"Better and better ” 

“And give that butler a wad of money to make him keqi his 
mouth shut ” 

“Of course We musm’t have him spreadmg the story of your 
shame alt over the pl^ ‘Tycoon In Cbal Cellar’ '^uff 
Dumped mDust’ Tnat wouldn’t do Stop his mouth, J B It 
will be money well spent Gosh'” said Joss, “you’ve been doing 
yourself proud to-mght, have you not? Thanks to you, my 
wedding bells wfil ting out Thanks to you, Chibnall will now be 
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able to buy that pub of his and team up with the Pym Talk about 
spreading sweetness and hght<” 

“Ur,” said Mr Duff, not with much enthusiasm 
“It’s sensational Do you know what you remmd me of, J B > 
One of those fet cherubs m those seventeenth-century pictures 
m the Louvre who hov« above the happy lovers and pour 
down abtmdance on them Take your dofhes off, fit you out 
with a pair of wmgs and comupia, and nobody could tell the 
difference ” 

Another long sigh escaped Mr Duff 
“Fresher and firesher and fresher,” he said sadly “Well, I got 
to be getting back to Her She’s waitmg to walk to the inn with 
me” 

He turned, and was lost m the gathenng dusk 
“Sally!” said Joss 
“Joss'” said Sally 

“My darling!” said Joss “My angel' My own precious httle 
blue-eyed rabbit'” 

“Eh>” said Mr Duff, reappearing 

“I wasn’t talkmg to you,” said Joss 

“Oh?” said Mr Duff, and withdrew once more 

A nch contralto voice hailed him as he approached the front 
door 

“Is that you, Jimmy^” 

“It’s me ” 

“Did you see Weatherby^” 

“I saw him ” 

“Then let’s go,” said Mrs Chavender, durruppmg to her 
Pekmese “It’s a lovely evemng for a walk ” 

This was mdisputably true, &it to Mr Duff, as to Sally earher, 
the fact brought no balm As they made their way along the path 
that skirted Ae lawn, there rose from the wet earth hke mcense 
the fragrance of the sweet flowers of the mght All wasted on J B 
Duff His heart contmued heavy 
Mrs Chavender, on the other hand, whose heart was hght, 
sniffs appreaativdy 
“Ah'” 

“Eh?” 

«Um'” 

“Oh?” said Mr Duff, gettn^ her meaning 



QUICK SERVICE 173 

“Stocks,” said Mrs Qiavender “You can’t beat the scent 
of stoclss 

'‘Well smell/’ agreed Mr Duff 
Mrs Chavender seemed pleased by this poetic eulogy 
“You know, you’ve become a lot more spiritual smce I first 
knew you, Jimmy There’s a sort of lyrical note m your con- 
versation which used not to be there About now, in the old days, 
if I had mentioned the scent of stocks, you would have been 
comparmg it to its disadvantage with tibie smell of Paramount 
Ham m the early boilmg stage ” 

“Ah,” said Mi Duff, sighmg for the old days 
They walked on m silence for a moment 
“I want to talk to you about that, Jimmy ” 

“Ah^” 

“Yes,” said Mrs Chavender, putting her arm through his 
“I’ve been thmkmg quite a bit lately Lookmg back, I can see 
that I must have been an awful disappomtment to you m those 
days I was a fool of a girl, and didn’t Imow enough to be interested 
m higher thmgs Like ham Do you remember me saymg 'You 
and your darned old hams*’ and throwing the rmg at you^” 
“Ah*” said Mr Duff wistfully He was oppressed by a dull 
feelmg that breaks hke that do not happen twice m a man’s life 
“I’ve got sense now You’ll find me a wife that takes an mterest 
m her husband’s busmess Yessir*” 

For an mstant, Mr Duff’s gloom lifted a htde Then the fog 
came down agam It was that operative word “husband” that 
was hke a knell 

“Jumny,” said Mrs Chavender, an earnest note commg mto 
her voice, “let’s talk about that portrat Did you take a real good 
look at it^” 

“Ah” 

“Anythmg strike you about it^” 

“How do you mean^” 

“Listen, Jimmy,” sad Mrs Chavender, “I was givmg it the 
once over before I came out, and an idea hit me hke a buUet I 
beheve I’ve got somethmg Here’s what I thought It seems to me 
people must be getting tired of seemg nothmg but pretty gi2is m 
the advertisements of Pafamoimt Ham Isn’t it about time you 
gave them somethmg different? You may thmk I’m crazy, but I 
cem see that portrait as a poster ” 

Mr Duff had Ijalted and was swaying gently, as if he had been 
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pole-axed and could not make up his mind which way to fall Her 
words seemed to come to him from far away 

“I don’t know if you get what I mean Here’s what I was 
thmkmg Maybe it was just a passmg expression that Weatherby 
happened to catch, but m that portrait he’s given me a sort of 
impatient, imperious look, as if I was mad about somethmg and 
didn’t mtend to stand for it And what I thought was that if you 
took the portrait just as it is and put underneath some gag like — 
well, for mstance ‘Take this stitff away I ordered Paramount*’ 
you’d have a poster that got a new angle Any good^” said Mrs 
Chavender diffidently 

Nothmg could ever make Mr Duff’s face really beautiful, but 
at these words it went some of the way A sudden glow of ecstasy 
dlummated it hke a lantern 

All that he had ever heard or read about soul-mates came back 
to him All that he had ever thought and felt about the drawbacks 
of marriage surged mto his mmd, and it seemed mcredible to hun 
tihat he could have entertamed such sentiments Lookmg at it m 
Its broad, general aspect, of course, he had been right In the 
great majority of cases, a man who married proved himself 
Siereby a sap of the first order, and he could understand how 
marriage had come to be referred to as the fate that is worse than 
death 

But where he had made his error was m not allowmg for the 
special case Grab the nght partner, as he had so cleverly done, 
and you were sittmg pretty There lay before him in the years to 
come, he estimated, some mne thousand, two hundred and 
twenty-five breakfasts, and at each of these breakfasts he would see 
this woman’s face across the table And he hked it He was heart 
and soul m favour of the thmg By careful attention to his health 
he hoped to make the total larger 

“Listen,” he said huskily 

“Yes>” 

“Will you do somethmg for me?” 

“Sure What>” 

“No, nothmg,” said Mr Duff 

He had been about to ask her if she would gaze mto his eyes 
and put a hand on each cheek and draw his face down to hers and 
whisper “My man*” but though feehng fine, he was not feelmg 
quite fine enough for that Later on, perhaps 

He drew her arm agamst his side with a lovmg pressure 
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“Listen,” he said “Lemme tdl you something about Para- 
mount Ham All though the slump years, when every other ham 
on the market was takmg it on the and yeUmg for help, good 

old Paramount ” 

The mght covered them up 



